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Adventure in the West 
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It had all started when Mary Dundon had run l | 
across the man who wore a red shirt; and she rode 
a norse that bucked at the sight of red. Over that ; 

• little spot of trouble they naturally became ac- j 
quainted. The wearer of the red shirt was Bob f 
Garrett who had just bought the old ranch on the j 
other side of Dollar Creek. He had ridden out 
that morning with murder in his heart determined 
to finish off old man Dundon and little knowing 
how quickly events were to sweep him into a 
whirlwind of adventure. Red Shirt is a grand v 

story of Western life. • 
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CHAPTER ONE 




The girl's horse had become restive even before shecaught 
a flash of colour among the pines on the mesa. Though 
the colour vanished, the bay did not accept this as proof 
that it was gone for good. It whistled through fnghtene 
nosUls7swe g rved from side to side, slowed, its usually fast 

W ^" What’s the matter with you ? ” the girl criedas she 
hit the horse’s side with impatient spurs. That was 

n0 &Sh"had de ridden another horse she forced 
thk one khead It went reluctantly, ready to turn and 

•siraras sa su 

T0 ^ 1 You crazy fool! ” she scolded t 1 
saw you act this way about a deer 
The next moment she would ha 
against the saddle horn had she 
rider. The big short-coupled 
that a rattlesn? 1 mird 
nose. Its ear- 
It trembled 
able chill 
tendei 
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Look out, miss ! ” the man yelled. " He’s going to 


buck! 




4 ( 


Going to buck ! ” she cried. " He’s bucking alreadyl 
Pitching, humping, coming down with four hoofs 
bunched on areas little larger than dinner plates, the bay 
whistled wildly each time it pin-wheeled to a point where 
its wild, mad eyes caught sight of the strange rider. 

The maddened horse had made two jolting whir 
when the girl saw that the man was loosening the riat 
that hung beside his saddle-horn. At the next turn sh 
saw he was spurring toward her and her bucking hors 
As the rocketing bay spun for the fourth tim^^he w 
so jarred and dizzy that she could barely see that tb 
man was not going to use his rope. He was spurrin 
toward her. 

This approach seemed all that was needed to thr 
the bay into more savage paroxysms of bucking. j 
“ Oh, don't! ” the girl panted. “ Don't do tha 
That shirt! It’s that red shirt you have on ! ” 

The bay spun again, and when it had made anot 
turn she saw out of bleared eyes that the man was whij 
ing the shirt over his head. He snapped it off, and 

■*r his head with a flutter like that of a 
made the crazed horse utter a wild 
ts efforts to unseat the rider on its ■ 
d and balanced on its hind feet for 
inute, snorting while it actually 
♦V offending red shirt. 

He’ll go over 
’nmps ! ” 

+ he stirrups 
erked the 
iavagely 
ttereda 
le back 
w, not 




cr 
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Bewildered, the man had done the one thing he shonOT 
have done.. He had lifted in his stirrups and had tucked 
the shirt under him. But he had not done a complete job. 
An end of a sleeve showed. Seeing this, the bay began to 
snort more loudly and to back up and to draw in us 
hoofs as if getting ready for another orgy of pitching 

an< *“ S That red shirt! ” the girl cried. “ That darned red 
shirt! Get it all out of sight! ” 

. With sweep of long arm the man hid the remainder of 
the offending garment. Then he began to move his horse 

ahead cautiously. ' 

Though quivering in every fibre and poised 

ready to go into action again, the other animal became 

quieter as the girl said over and over : 

“ Easy now, Loco, easy ! ” . . 

The young man on the grey could see now that this 

was a girl of medium height, slender but not too slender 
Her riding costume consisted of brown corduroy skirt and 
jacket ancl brown boots. A blue blouse showed where 
her jacket parted, and there was a blue scarf about her 
throat. The man had seen the ends of this scarf fluttering 
\ w Hile the horse had been bucking so violently. 1 he girl 
had set her hat back upon her head and dsse f ng askew 
pave her black wavy hair a more disordered effect. 
g Colour was'returmng to her lips, to her faintly olive 
skin She tried to smile though there was still a straine 

and half-frightened look m her brown eyes. _„ 

“ T4p_hp hates red ! she panted. He s- 
“ He's what > ” the man demanded, frowning a little. 

“ He's a darned fool! " she cried. “ And so are you ! 

He s a darneci 100 puzzlement and 

? he Tttle^tment n her mecSey of emotions 
perhaps a little resen.mer sQ com i ca i there on' 

the girl wanted to Hugh and six . sho oter at 

Ms 6 w^tanTno sWrt and with®. Stetson sombrero on Ins 
biond head , she footed. " He goes loco 

every time he sees red" ' That's why I named bun Loco. 

" Yes, it is ! He’s a darned fool 1 


t 

\ 


We Th™the bU girHeU a th d e red of embarrassment burning 

»» T .«»s “Sh*S«'.wS5 
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poimding^of'iKr 'heart In^confirmation^of ^thought. , 

and it thumped now because of a ne\\ fear. 

What was he ? It did not matter. She was in love wUh 

him as surely as she had never been m love with a man 
before. She felt her heart beat faster, felt her face bufn 

m ° " Shouldn’t do that I " she cried involuntarily. 
^Sitring'stock^tm in his saddle and doing nothing at 

^ 1 J .1 All 4-Knrct 


v'UUllJj - -- # - 

ill, he was puzzled at this outburst. 

“ 1 shouldn’t do what ?” he asked, half-smiling. 

« i i ■ 


< ( 


5hir “ It's 1 all the shirt I have here at present,” Be supplied, 

and if I put it on that fool horse of yours will begin to 
*1 1 »> 


1 shouldn't do wnat r uc «^u, —-o 

Oh—you—vou shouldn’t go round without a 

< It—it’s—" 


pitch. 


< ( 
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Yes, indeed he will! ” she declared. ‘ The boys at 
the ranch trained him to buck when he was a colt by 
waving red bandannas and red rags under his nose. 

She caught her breath, lost some of her colour. She 



uttered a shaky little laugh and crinkles came to tV 

ends of her dark eyes. „ , , , « T 

“ And I even helped them! she confessed. _ 

thought it was fun—till now !” She pressed a quick 

hand to her bosom, and gasped a little. „ 

“ He must have given you a bad jolting, the man 

Sal “Oh, I’m all right,” she managed, and.put the; hanc 

back on the horn. " He did shake me up though til 

I’m afraid I just don’t know much . 

Then she saw the man whisk off his hat and place 

0Ve ” nt b h r a°t a beuef miss ? I'm sorry I can't put on tha 

re “ OhttSd^t! ” she cried out. " Where on earth di< 

^He^eSthath^had lost a bet and had had to wea 

the red shirt for a week to pay it. 

TTpt'pvcs tried to search his face. # , i 

?You lost a bet with some girl ? ” she cned, and coul 

WW fSSgr *«—• •» - 

after all maybe he didn't know many girls, at least g 
mi|httot like any girls as well as he might come to h 

I he \Vith his hat off she could see that ^ blond hair 
thick and tousled and unruly, and at the same tuj 

humorous and reckless hair somehow. „ 

“ I guess I’ll have to go and get another shirt he to 
her when she frowned at the hat he still held flat agai| 

hiS '-Oh 5 never mind ! ” she cried. " Wait a minute. HeJ 
take this r She whisked off her brown corduroy ,acl 
“d held it out, at the same time forcing her still tremb^ 

h °He looked^ soberly at the small garment, then spuk 
to where he could take it. • rjj y 

“ Am I to put it on ? ” ft 

“ Of course you are.” I 


III * 
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C the !f cket - ‘hen at her. 

„ y nen a lad y commands-” 

<»;-» aa^snA^ v-* -»* 

with you." F -^ease put it on. I want to talk 

thfother edge"?;the^meS" 111016 ° f the jacket ’ 

„ I m afraid it'll bust, miss,” 

it does.” ay e 11 WOn f ' Piease tr y it. It won’t matter if 

j he sighed j . USt hadn,t had t0 wear that red shirt to-day ! ” 

she laughed ght " n v°Tiyf Va e Se “" de , a Peking horse,” 
passed on the trail " IgJlt not hav e met, or just 

? Sjpp'—. h, 

|and studied her. J Ket Whlle he heId its other edge 
ides. If t |t W fiJ^!!!.. been bad ’” he said - " Well, here ' 
>ant I to W talh b to?ou f ” Ult ’” She su PP & d. ” Put it on. f 

as consdous r o b f r the h ripple oP?^ j nt ° the j acke ‘ bi fth 
Then she began to laueh 6 1 under brow nc [an 

t- r 

sCelbo d ws‘ he SlMTOS made °nly a f 

Shewed he ^ d dolorously. f 

lth ^oppressed mfrth. ° hmg ' but ber k P s still quivered 


• I 


Oh P 1* 


T&,i° y y % '“P"”'» 1 “« • Sv’iTr”'■* 
” ? >a. LCJJJ: 


I 





red shirt 




She did not whistle, but merely called “All right” a < 

few moments later. , , , , A 

As he turned himself and his horse he saw that she had 

taken off her right buckskin gauntlet. That hand held a 

safety pin. He took the pin. , „ 

- And now if I hold all my breath, and- He 


a 


f 


\ 


managed to draw the edges together and to fasten^ 
‘pin “ It’s likely to bust, miss. I hear it complaining. 

P “ Well, let it bust! ” she managed without laughing. 

“ If it does it will bust up the back.” 

Then he moved his horse slowly toward hers stopped t 
when it was able to reach out and touch the nose of the 

n0 ^rU C have a to teU you the truth about why I had on 
that red shirt to-day,” he said. 

“ 1 figured likely I'd shake it in the face of a bull," he 

Sal Her dark brows drew down in puzzlement. She tried 
to^mile as .f she partially understood, at least. She d,d 

n0 “ Yeah and I figured that likely I’d wind up by shoot- 
it, red shirt or no red shirt. 


» ♦ • ♦♦ 



CHAPTER TWO 



The girl's bewilderment showe^ in her face. She asked 

“ t y d td atwered’ h^r own question quickly. 

said or did, an t j ie daughter of a rich 

She was in love with hin . - - was [ n i 0V e with an 

and ruthless and strong- > ^ strong-willed, 

absolute stranger. Not ■t old her she 

%£& »Sd*- logira1 ' But now 

it was as if he had never uttered them. 


It did not matter that she knew he would be opposed to 
this man. It did not matter what he thought or said or 
did. He had told her he never liked or trusted men with* 
blond hair and light eyes. He had told her many times 
they were a bad breed. 

It was no longer comical that the stranger should have 
on her small, brown jacket. He did not seem like a t 
stranger. It was as if her love for him enshrouded him 
and clothed him in its own garments. She wanted to 
reach out and touch him. She wanted to tell him that 
she loved him. 

“ I don’t know what you mean,” she said instead, 
" about the red shirt and the bull.” 

“ And I'm glad you don’t.” 

" I still don’t know what you mean.” 

“ And I hope you never do.” 

She tried to study him, to decide what was in his mind. 
It was as if he had come from afar yet as if he had always 
been a part of her dreams and yearnings and wishes. 

“ That was a queer remark for you to make,” she said, 
“ that about wanting to wave the red shirt in the face of 
a bull and then maybe shoot the bull.” 

” Not so queer when you know the facts,” he corrected. 
" No, not queer at all.” 

She wondered whether he were in fun, or partly so. A 
smile came to her lips, and little lights to her eyes. 

“ Will any old bull do ? ” she asked. “ We have a lot 
of ’em on our range.” 

“ No, not any old bull will do,” he answered. “ It’s got 
to be just one particular bull, miss.” 

She silently repeated what he had said, saw the momen¬ 
tary chill leave his eyes, saw his jaw-muscles relax a 
little, 'there came.to her the certainty that there would 
be^ violence in their lives before she became his wife. 

“ Mv father will raise all hell when I tell him about 
this ! Bat I don’*, care what he raises I ” Her lips moved 
as she said these words to herself, but no sound came 
from the’!\. ^ 

Wei you praying ? ” he asked soberly. 

SheTooked at him for perhaps a quarter-minute. 

“ I could pray, and right now’! ” 


He told her to go ahead if she thought it would help her.- 
" I don’t need to make a lot of noise doing it,” she 
declared. “ But maybe you'd laugh if I told you what it’s 
about.” 

“ That I have on another shirt the next time you see 


me, eh ? }i 

1 “ Not necessarily. I'll ride another horse next time.” 

“ Then they don’t all buck when they see red ? ” 

“ Not all of them. This crazy fool is the only one, and 
he shouldn't be blamed because we trained him to pitch 

at the sight of anything that was red.” 

She obeyed when he told her to dismount. Why should 
she not obey, since she loved and trusted him ? She could 
love and trust this man even though he were an outlaw. 
This part of the frontier was not without outlaws, they 
came and went, showed up in unexpected places at 

^Sh^was not puzzled by her own lack of fear though I 
she was ten miles from home. She did not question him 
when he told her to lead her horse to the other side of the 

thicket and leave it there. ., , 

When she came back she saw that he had on the red 
f shirt again. He was holding her jacket in his right hand 
" I wanted that loco horse out of sight before I slid 


into the shirt,” he told her. # 

She nodded, smiled a little wistfully. 

ShVto < ok g the t jadtetwhen he offered it, slid her left arm 
into the sleeve, let the garment dangle. 

“ Shall I help,, miss ? ” 

Spooked up into his face after he had made sure the 
Jacket was on snugly. The top of her head was as high as 
his shoulders. She did not flinch when he bent and kissed 


her on the forehead. „ , •, 

“ That's because you are such a fine girl, he sai , 

" and because I am so glad I ran across you. It s been 

damned good seeing something like you 

She continued to look at him, half-hope m her warm 
eyes. Suddenly he bent and kissed her lips, drew back 
“ Is that because you think I am a nicer girl than y 
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figured at first ? ” she asked, and her colour was a* high 
as the tumult in her heart. . 

“ No! ” he rephed, and the pink drained away from 
her face. 

“No?" • ' • . ‘ " % 

“ No, it isn’t what sort of girl you are, though you are 
all right. You have likely kept me from committing 
murder, do you know that ? ’’ 

“ Murder ? ’’ she gasped. Her lips remained parted 
after the word had escaped them, and her dark eyes were 
bewildered. ^ _ * ; 

Again she saw the chill come to his face, momentarily 
making his jaw set hard. She was about to cry out,' 
demanding to be told what he meant when she remem¬ 
bered that she respected and trusted him, no matter • 
what he planned to do. 

Just meeting him here had shattered the bars and 
shackles of the jail that was her life at home. She had 
been like a horse shut in a small corral. But now, no 
matter what happened, she would no longer be advised 
and ordered and adjured against the spending of a dollar 
which it was not absolutely necessary to spend. Somehow ■ 
she felt as if she had miraculously taken wings and flown to 
this spot on the mesa because she had known he would 
be here. She laughed suddenly. 

“lam having the craziest thoughts ! ” 

“ The jolting that horse gave you was enough to make 
anybody have crazy thoughts. And it was all my fault.” 

She shook her head vehemently, bit at her lower lip. 

“ No, no ! That’s not what makes me have crazy 
thoughts.” Then she was thoughtful for a minute. 

“ But I really don't think ray thoughts are crazy.” 

Half-way to the thicket was a bleached lodge-pole log 
that lay across two others. He turned, strode toward it. 
She followed meekly. After a moment of hesitation she 
dropped to the log while he stood beside it. 

“ And now don’t you think it’s time we got acquainted?”' 
he asked. 

“ Aren’t we acquainted ? ” 

“ Do you think so ? ” A 

Yes*f ■site said, and laughed. She fought for ,com- 
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Dosur# “ Oh, you really don't know how you look ! " 
Jfoe told him. “ With that complexion of yours tanned 

almost to brick red. 3Jid that shirt 

“ Yeah," he drawled, “ I reckon I know how it looks 

Once I had to wear a bnght-green shirt for ten da\s 

because I lost a bet." . ->» 

“ Goodness, are you always making bets „ 

“ Not always." He looked gravely down at her. But 

''^"otTeak because she was tr^ng to keep her 
eyes from telling what her heart was clamounng to tell. 

“ I’ll bet I like you," he said. 

•: ik’SETt ™.. ..«> * 

'SS 1 « * 

S -y = »JS£j&-SS«SE 

“ Mind if I roll and light one, miss . 

“‘•T-m Bob Garrett. I bought the old Grouse ranch on 
the other side of Dollar Creek. Bob Garrett ? " In her 

there was now an icy void that tnreatenc 
“2 ^^Thafh^'hurt you ? " he asked quickly. 

" " not I ", she cried outing She moved 
farther from him. “ I m—I m 3 US 

Sh^hd back to where sheWha „ that 

" I'm /U " g ht It Sed at him, wanting to 

cry S out whatt e asTn ifer mind and heart, what had been 

ft ‘-rm KDunTon r^aid suddenly. “ Yes, Mary 
Dundon 1 
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The stem soberness did not leave his tanned face* She 
wanted to cry, she felt as if she had to cry. Of all the 
unjust cards that life could have dealt from its pack, 
this was the most unjust, the most unexpected. 

“ Mary Dundon,” he said slowly, “ maybe life has been 
pretty unkind to us.” 

For a minute she could find no words. Then when she 
spoke her voice made only a whisper. 

“ Do you think it has been ? ” 

He shook his blond head slowly. His hat lay on the 
ground beside him and the sun made his hair look like 
tarnished gold, she thought as she looked at him. 

“ I’m afraid it has, Mary Dundon. Now maybe you-, 
know what I meant when I said that you had kept me 
from committing murder.” 

She reached up frantic hands and when he took them 
she clung to him. * 

“ I hadn’t figured you’d come into the play. But I did 
have murder in my heart a while ago/’ Again he shook 
his head, managed a smile that was twisted and far from 
mirth. 

“ I don’t know just what to think,” he muttered. 
“ Now that you are in this game.” 

Mary rose, still clinging to his hands. She cried out: 

” I'm not ashamed of it ! I’m not a bit ashamed ! I 
love you and I don’t care who knows it ! ” 

The small smile that came to his lips now was neither 
twisted nor mirthless. He gently yet forcibly removed 
her hands from his, moved back a step. 

“ And now,” he said slowly, almost as if he were 
talking to himself. “ I love you, too, Mary Dundon, and 
that complicates things more than ever ! ” 

“You love me, really ? ” 

“ Yes, I love you, and may God forgive me for it 1 ” 

" Should He forgive you for it ? ” 

He swept her into lhs arms, held her close. He kissed 
her willing lips again and again. Then he shoved her 
awav. 

•j 

“ No, Mary, there is nothing for Him to forgive,” he 
said. “ But what are we to do ? I hadn’t figured there 
would be a girl like you, not here.” 



red shirt 

She sat down upon the log again weak from the very 
force of the love she had found It was the only love 

Sh ‘4 a o d b k rvThad ^Troughhfe/^she told him. “ f ve been 

•stf-0,1- 

*'“Id'! WomZ'i to kill him! ” ;»<»f i'g” 

as if he were alone. “ I promised to kill him if it were 

down beside her When he did 

she took his hands, held them tight in hers. 

' “ Oh Rob 1 What are we to do ( , 

He smiled gently at her, returned the pressure of her 

tr "me n ?hlnk, Mary Dundon. I can't commit murder, 

“°Shf utt«ed’a little cry and hid her face against his 

\ sh ° l j}0,” she whispered, “ we can't commit murder now.” 

« Yeswe ! ” she answered, and lifted her face. “ If you 
commit murder I commit it with you. 



CHAPTER THREE 


^' 1 ' ' ' i * " " ' '' ' • IT^r^ence of this man Mary 
Despite the comforting preseii ^ ghe 

Dundon s mind continue to traded thg cause of 

frightened yet she would 1 . efiort at coherent 

this fright for the world it sen- 

reasoning she smiled wist' -A aid -• j t was out there 

“ I remember you no\^ she said^out*eight and j w as 

^ ere Y :: h V ad d cmly yeUow hair and you used to strrft 
%:S”y^e said, as his eyes saddened. 
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" And you had hair as black as a crow even then, and your 
eyes would snap at me when I made you mad. 

Tears came to her lashes. She tried to smile and blink ( 

them back. 

" I don’t remember everything about those days, 
Bob. Of course I was very young when we left there and 
came here. We have been here ever since. 

She saw his jaw muscles tighten. 

“ I remember too damned much! ” he declared. 

“ That's why I’m here now. I want to make somebody 
pay for what I remember ! ” 

She touched his arm gently. He did not take her 

hand. 

“ I don’t know much about it,” she said. ‘ My father 
never tells me anything he doesn’t want to tell.” 

Her troubled eyes followed him as he paced to and 
in long, swift strides. He faced her, and his bent smile 
belied the gentleness in his eyes. 

" Mary, I came here for one purpose, and that was to 
kill him ! And now I’ve met you! I hadn’t thought 
about you at all.” 

She wondered what he meant. She had heard only 
fragments of the story, and they had been partisan 
fragments. 

“ Is it as bad as all that ? ” she asked. “ Isn’t there 
some other way ? ” 

Again she saw his jaw set. The coldness that came to 
his eyes frightened her. 

• “ Killing him won’t half-pay the debt! ” he declared. 

” It would help though. I didn’t want the damned ranch 
on Dollar Creek, I just bought it so I would be close when 
I decided to kill him.” 

" Isn’t there some other way ? ” 

Again her eyes followed him as he paced to and fro. 

“ I don't know whether there will be some other way 
or not, Mary. It’s going to be hard for me even to try 
to forget. Besides it’s hard for me to shunt aside any¬ 
thing I decide to do.” 

- “ Would killing him help ? ” 

He smiled the crooked smile again, uttered a brittle 
laugh. 


“ It’d help me ! I’d have the satisfaction of knowing I 
had done what I could to square the score.” 

Mary asked him to tell her his side of the story. As 
she listened she tried to assay his every word, every 
inflection and look. When he had finished she said 
“ I don’t blame you for wanting to kill him, Bob.” 

He took her in his arms and held her close. Their lips 
met in a long lock of agony and ecstasy. Then he released 
her and backed away, leaving her trembling. j 

“ Mary, you’re a square shooter! I’ll be damned it 1 
know how-you can be, coming from such a family.” 

“ I had a mother, Bob,” she reminded sadly 
“ Yes,” he said, “ I had forgotten about her. I re¬ 
member her now. Did he kill her, too ? 

“ Unhappiness killed her,” she said a little doubtfully, 
then her eyes flashed. “ Yes, unhappiness and hardship 
and lack of love killed her ! I know it all now. And he 

could have given her so much ! ” 

“ He’s a hell of a man ! Bob Garrett snarled. 

Presently she patted the bleached log upon which she 
^had sat doL again. She took one of his hands when he 

Sa " Why was life made like this ? ” she asked. „ 
“Why were some people made as they are. 
countered * Life itself is ill to the good except for some 
of the people who won't live it right. Greed and selfish¬ 
ness and dishonesty cause most of the trouWe. 

Despite the fact that she had never had tine youth 
maturity had now come to Mary Dundon, and it had 
come suddenly. It was the maturity of a woman who 
“abound Vman she is to love for ever She saw that 
it would have obstacles and pains, but she was not 

“ peace came to Bob Garrett’s soul as she stroked 

z - beS 1 ^ 

Kfo ^hThe^uld Sud- 

denly hejumped to his feet and faced her. 

“ Mary, this is hell! ” he snarled. 
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“ Hell is what we make it,” she replied with a philos¬ 
ophy that had come to be hers, though she had not 
realised that it was philosophy. “ Hell and heaven are 
what we make them.” 

. He laughed the same brittle laugh. . , 

" Well, one thing is certain, they were not made to . 
order for us, Mary. But your father has certainly created J 

enough hell to satisfy one man.” ., 

“ He has not created enough to satisfy him, she said, 
and her pretty lips twisted. “ Oh, I’ve always known he 
was mean, but now I know he is the meanest man on 

earth ! ” 

" That’s taking in a lot of temtory, Mary. 

“ I know it is, but I mean it. It doesn't matter if he 

is my father.” 

He walked away, came back to her. 

“ And I came here just to kill him! ” he saM again. 

“ Maybe I would have done it by now if it hadn’t been 
for you.” 

“ Then isn’t it possible that God sent me here to keep 
you from doing it, Bob ? It might have been.” 

He was silent for minutes, fighting brutally at the 
peace she had brought to him. 

" I believe in God,” he said, “ but not the sort of God 
most other folks believe in, I reckon. He's a big and simple 
God, the sort of God a man can reach out and touch if 
he wants to. He’s so big and simple that people refuse to 
recognise Him just because of those qualities.” 

“ The God oi square-shooting ? ” 

" Yes ! That’s it, Mary. If people didn’t want to be 
complicated and abstruse they’d see Him. They’d have 
seen Him centuries ago as He is.” 

“ I understand.” She nodded slowly. “ But really I 
don't. There is a lot we don't understand. Maybe it 
wasn't meant for us to understand it all, Bob. To-day 
when I rode away from the ranch I didn’t have any 
particular place to go, and I came to other trails, several 
of them, but something kept telling me to come this 
way.” 

He rose as she rose, turned to face her. 

“ Mary, did it ever occur to you that in every mind 
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there are two separate personalities that are constantly 

at war with each other ? , , 

She frowned, trying to decide just what he meant. 

s 1 

SIRS as saws* AiSlt 

shooting won and told me not to. 

% rnfknow'vhatI g wmZ"he said at length. ’’I 

Wa ‘ C S h thi» is sure tough on you. It would be better if 
y °She a did" nof^en^to 1 have heard him, for she said 

^f/an’t teU you what to do, Bob.much asj love you. 

There is a strange P eace now If y 0U mu st kill my 
„ but I can’t tell you what to do. yo 

father, then vou must. f(Pr aU Mary.” 

" Perhaps I wn t all m < a «'„ sh / sa id. " Noth- 
" Well, perhaps that s the d-si waj,, 

ing could be gained by murder. him. She 

She told him that She would go aw y. f d;d not __ 

would mairy him if be " had made a mistake and 
she realised quickly that . strange quality of 

her realisation came because of h e ^ ,/ ugh> 

his half-smile. He uttered a s.ion, 

seemed weak, spent. _ . { a fight inside my 

head/^he said" ^ ^ 

at your word. And the ot ^ 

“ Told you to marry me ; down and kisse d him 

"fhafthere SS* tte God of square shoutin’ talkin’ to 
you.” 
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He took her in his arms once more, held her close for 
long moments. 

• “ Life isn't such a rotten thing after all, is it ? " she - 
whispered. 

Her words seemed to bring him back to realisation of 
the problems that beset them. He put her from his arms ^ 
and moved a little way from her. She knew in a flash 
that she must let him speak first. There must be many 
things he could tell her. What had he done with all 
the years of his life since he had been a little boy when 
she had known him ? 

“ Bob, where have you been to get such a tan as that ? " 
she asked when he did not speak. “ It is different from 
the tan folks get here. It looks like it would never come 
off, that is some of it." 

He said that he had spent six years in South America. 

“ Where ? " she demanded as a map floated before 
her eyes. How much she had read and studied on the 
lonely ranch, studied and read so that she might forget 
the hardship and the unkindness and the loneliness ! 

“ It was Bolivia," he told her. “ I was in the tin mines 
there, Mary." 

“ Tell me a little about it. You can tell me a lot later, 
Bob, but I want to hear a little now. Were the Incas 
really what Prescott says they were ? Oh, Bob, I skimped 
and saved for more than a year to buy an old set of 
Prescott ! I actually stole some of the money, and I 
have read those books until my eyes bleared ancl-"' 

“ And your damned father is rich and he wouldn’t 
give you the money to buy them ! " he snarled and his 
lips twisted. 

She nodded her dark head. 

“ Yes, that’s right.” 

Soon he was telling a little about his experiences. 
There was so much in his mind just now that he could 

not remember a great deal about South America. He said 
at length : 

„ I_ mac i e a pretty good stake down there." 

“ You mean a lot of money ? ” 

“ Quite a bit of it." 

She looked steadily at him for long moments. 
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She looked at him with level eyes. „ 

“ It's got to be a good house, she said. It s got 
be a good house no matter what we have to do to make 

H Sh? rode away with hope and yearning and pain and 
fiov in her heart And it had all started when she had 
across a man who wore a red shirt wh “ f e r ° d f e or . 
horse that bucked at the sight of red. She leaned 
ward in the saddle to pat the ^ck of the bay 

“ You re the cause of it au, sue ch.lu= j 

She looked 6 back before she. came tc^ 

^ - a 

final good-bye, but gasped. ^ se£n {or five mi i es ! ” 
me”had galloped back to hirr> and slid1 her horse 
to a snorting, fractious stop fortl'^rds away 

ru kiU him if he 

does ! Bob-—" 

“ Yeah ? " . d shirt it makes too 

“ Don't keep on weanng that red 

good a target.” ]oud garme nt after he 

^SStSt H. W.M b W Storty »« U» W 

with a bottle of whisky. 

“ Shorty who ? " 

“ Shorty Gillis." .. fr . r vo11 •> ” 

" Shorty Gillis ? Is he working f y (hat the stocky, 
He would have gone closer , t ° a working for him had 

fuzzy-headed cowboy was 1 stayed where he 

it not been for her horse. As it Mas y 

" That ' s 

why'he 6 doesn't 'work for.the Double Arrow Cross any 
more. Give him my best. 

“ Love ? ” j ** 

•<«- <«■ 
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the bay trumpeted and reared. It pawed the air for a 
moment then spun on hind hoofs and hit the ground 
at a run. Mary twisted in the saddle to wave just before 
she and the horse disappeared. Garrett started after 
them at a run, forgetful of his own horse. He stopped,. 

tried to smile. . 

“ She won't be hurt," he told himself. “ When a girl t 
can ride like she rode a while ago when that bronc was 
bucking she won’t be piled on that trail even if it is 

steep.” 

He sat down on the bleached lodge-pole log and was 
conscious of the loneliness but did not resent it. It was 
what he wanted for it would give him a chance to think. 
He hoped he could think rationally. 

Presently he rose and walked to his horse. His mind 
was far from his work as he reset the saddle. He had 
but five miles to ride to the old Grouse place he had 
bought. It had a small range but a good one, and a 
fairly comfortable house. 

He hired only one rider, Shorty Gillis, and he did not 
really need him, for he did not care about raising cattle 
on Dollar Creek. He had come to this country to kill. 

v % 

Tom Dundon, and after that was done the ranch could * 
go to hell for all he cared. 

Now everything was different, strangely and painfully 
different. While he had pushed the murderous demand 
from his mind he had made another decision. He would 
tell Shorty about it, but probably he would not tell all.’ 
Shorty had not stayed on at the Double Arrow Cross 
because he had not liked it, and he might have some 
information that would prove of value. 

Shorty ceased working at the small shop when Garrett 
rode in. He grinned. 

'* See you’re still wearin’ her, boss. She make you 
plenty hot ? ” 

“ Under the collar.” 

“ Under the collar hell! I mean all over. Say, I 
could fry an egg on that there shirt right now. She sure 
is beautiful.” 

“ Come over to the house after I unsaddle,” Garrett 
ordered. 
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Shorty came, and they sat in rough chairs on the 
porch and the slanting sun made Bob s shirt look 1 edder 

th ^Shorty, I’ll pay you a dollar a day for the rest of that 

damned bet.” ,. ,, , , . 

' The cowboy puckered his blunt features. 

" There’s three more days to run, boss. \VTat the 
matter with 'er ? She make you too warm ? She sure is 

'“ett said that he had met a girl. Shorty's yellowish 
eyetows lifted. " And she didn't hke the shirt, eh ? 
Well boss I figure her judgment am t so good. 

Garret? explained thit the girl had not objected He 
horse had. After a moment of bewilderment Sho „ 

b „„ .. . „„ »„. 
-drjs, a w »=- 

y N°o U , he didn't 'piffi but I caught her in my arms. 

“"Ihorty stared. He frowned. 

■' That qdek ” °GaJett smiled because he could still 

rn SftBt 1..4 SSk 

*' Well, if you sure am t one swilt ana 

&SC2SZS* *«*■ - 

. -jswwifigr ffgpli loasy. ***« 

skunk-scented old—- ? | i e ‘^^me^tell you something 
“ I recollect him, Shorty, Let me y 

^Shor^gnmaced and exploded into profanity more 
than once as he listened. 
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“ Well, the son-of-a-gun ! ” he muttered. " I always 
thought old Dundon needed killin’. Now I know it. 

When Garrett merely smiled, Shorty demanded : 

“ You ain’t goin’ to do it, are you, boss ? Of course if 
what you tell me is true, that old-sure needs rubbin 

Ga-rrett said that he did not think he was going to kill 

Dundon. . . , 

“ But shucks, boss! There ain’t a jury nowhere as 

would convict you for it. They might pin a medal on 
you, he’s that mean.” 

When Garrett remained silent, Shorty exploded : 

“ You doin’ this because of Mary ? ” 

" Yes, because of Mary,” Garrett answered grimly. 

“ Aw hell, boss ! ” Shorty groaned. “ After it’s done 
Mary’ll be as glad as the rest of us will be. You ain’t 

got no idee how mean that old - has treated her. 

She won’t mind a-tall after the first sort of shock is over 
with. Maybe it won’t be so much of a shock to her at 
that.” 

When Garrett said again that he w r as not going to kill 
Dundon, Shorty groaned : ^ 

“ Ain’t it awful what a woman can do to muss up a 


man’s plans ? ” 

Garrett smiled crookedly, for it was still hard for him 
to believe that he had not dreamed Mary. 

“ She has to come first in consideration, Shorty.” 

“ Aw hell, boss ! You ain’t got no idee how con¬ 
siderate of her it would be if you rubbed out her old 
man. You lemme tell you a few things I know about 
him.” f 

GarreCt listened calmly. 

“ He ain’t honest neither! ” Shorty went on. “ Say, 
he’d even slick-ear another man’s dogie ! Yes, siree! 
That’s one of the reasons I quit ridin’ for him.” 

Garrett said he w'ould not expect a man like Tom Dun¬ 
don to be honest. 

“ Well, he sure ain’t! He orter be killed, boss ! Stealin’ 

cattle ain’t so dumed bad, but say-” Shorty peered 

at the tail, usually quiet man who was now his boss. 
“ What was Mary wearin’ when you run across her ? ” 
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Garrett described the girl's brown corduroy riding- 

^“Notice anything funny about it ? ” Shorty inquired 
" Nothing funny. I noticed it was threadbare in a good 

m “sure a it wls ! And he's worth hundreds of thousands 

them there brown ridin -boots she had on . 

I'. ^tt'sftTsame "L," the cowboy growled 
“ Sh^td 'em for at ^ 

littler than she is now when bagged enou J 

heu, 

D Gaae y u U sS h" had not noticed the boots very par- 
ticularly. Shorty grimaced then swore ru 

acros? thc 

yard, turned and came back to' jut I te ]l you. 

y “ Boss, I decided there s somethm^ ortc ^ ^ of 

Onct I tried to kiss Mary • b J^ { ever since » 

kind like I been 4 S o r a tv ^t’s good to hear that about 
“ Thank you, Shorty. b” 

Mary. c . V i»ork and came back again. 

Shorty went half-way tob ? hi > else . Old Dundon’ll 

“ I just want to ^ [here to sec Mary, 

kill you as sure as hell_when } 8 q are> Say> y0 u 

That is as soon as he ^cfcou^ ^ dark an d 

want me to nde over ? j sure like you, and 

rub the old- out or yom boss . it wouldn't 

we gotta be considerate of Mary. 

be Zugh b Ga^"'s a gre a y eyes twinkled, they held much 
^nhinki can'manageto handle it, Shorty. Thank you 
^Shorty 5 t™dge h d 0U b b ck to the shop, picked up a monkey- 
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wrench when he needed a hammer. He slammed t* 
wrench down and was about to jump on it when he 
grinned sheepishly toward the man on the porch. 

“ Well, it sure does take a woman to play hell with a 
man's plans ! ” he muttered. He looked again at Garrett, 
who now sat with head in hands. “ I gotta keep an eye I* 
on this lay though. There may come a time for me to 
set into the game and take a hand. We just gotta look 
out for Mary." i 


CHAPTER FIVE 

When Mary Dundon reached home at dusk she was more 
than ever impressed with the penury of the place. Nothing 
was here that could be spared, yet there was enough for 
ranch efficiency. She recalled that her father often said 
it was better to keep old things in repair than to be 
forced to build new ones. Paint was nowhere in sight. 

She saw the seven riders tire ranch employed as she 
rode toward a corral (o unsaddle. Not one of them offered 
to do it for her. She knew what qualities her father re¬ 
quired in his men. They had to be hard workers but they 
did not have to be honest ; in fact he would not keep an 
honest man. Bitter thoughts came to Mary’s mind as she 
realised how his money had been accumulated. 

Her bitterness was brief, however, for there was great 
joy and hope and new courage in her heart. She kept her 
chin high as she heard snickers from the men at the 
bunkhouse. Two of them laughed, evidently at her. 

She unsaddled and turned the bay into a corral where 
there was a rack filled with wild hay. She swung her bridle 
as she crossed the yard toward the ugly ranch-house. 
It had never seemed quite so ugly before. 

“ Hey, Mary, have a good ride ? ” one of the cowboys 
cried, and laughed loudly. 

It was all right,” she answered, turning to look for a 
moment. 

Kind of late gettin’ home, ain’t you ? ” the same 
rider called. 
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The one luxury Tom Dundon gave his daughter was a 

"HfK £ s 

r sfesaaft sw* 

PT " oframba / Where have you been i gntndai she 
Caramuu but he is the mad ! 

Wl Ty r father" ” Mary asked, and the colour drained 

f h Pr face" " I' he mad because I am so late 

ir T s yXver have I seen him so mad before, senorita^ 

she could look at the Mg* 8 y The {ew chairs were 
^d^wWde 5 bits of canvas, braced w.th 
wire She 'va«d “ th fnk of it ? " 

fiaa* doorway. m* mawive shoulders were 

h^e t)w He 

oMcotton sh°rt and Sded derails. His big boots were 
dingy and crocked. . , moment as she 

“ So ! ” he ^ rked / , t S ^ t0 i 0 ve him because he was 

«. 0 , «»« 

never had. 

“ Well ? ” she challenged _ ^ a ]ook in his 

He came closer, peered - . j n( ] s we re 

eyes that she backed away a step His big 

clenched. They lifted as if o s • j. to te y me for 

be; 1 l^rheTnarled. '"you know that it’s long 
past supper time ? 
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“ Yes, I know that," she agreed, and was surprised at 
her own new courage. Heretofore when he had raved 
she had hurried away to cry. Now she would not cry. 

Clara stood in the kitchen doorway, her swarthy face * 
as pale as it could get. Her hands were pressed again to 1 
her bosom. She made the sign of the cross with a fore¬ 
finger while she wished she had a knife with which to cut 
Dundon’s throat. 

“ I don’t see why I should lie to you," said Mary. “ I 
have nothing to lie about.” 

“ Lie to me ! " he roared. “ You’d better not! I know 
what made you late ! •” 

She chilled for a moment. What did he know ? How : 
did he know ? The love and new courage she had found 
enabled her to meet liis fierce, accusing look ^without 
flinching. 

“Iam late because I met a man up on the mesa," she 
said, and her voice trembled with indignation. “ I talked 
with him.’” 

“ Yeah, you talked with him ! " her father-snared. 

“ You talked with him, did you ? " 

“ Yes, I did. I talked with him for about two hours." 

“ Is that all you done ? ” he growled, poking his big, 
shaggy head closer to her face. “ Say 1 Is that all you 
done ? " 


Mary hesitated, pressed lips tight together. Those two 
hours with Bob Garrett had been too precious to tell her 
father about. She lifted her head higher and started to 
walk past him to her room, but he gripped her arm and 
jerked her back. 

“ You are hurting me ! " she cried. “ Let me go !'” 

“ By God, I want to hurt you ! I’ll tell you what you 
done up there ! You acted like a harlot! You acted like 
a bad woman ! I’m 'shamed of you ! ” 

They were so close that she could feel and smell his 
hot, angry breath, see the hate and loathing he put into 
his tierce black eyes. 

" bike' a bad woman ? ’’ she gasped. 

\es, like that! ’’ he roared. “ Mary, I’m ’shamed of 
you! ” 

ohe did not know how she wrenched free. She faced 
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him, pale and tense and trembling with anger, but in her 
eyes was a fire that was as fierce as the fire in his. 

“ You are a damned liar! ” she said slowly and dis¬ 
tinctly. “ I did not act like that! I did not! " 

“ Don’t lie ! ” lie ordered, and uttered a brittle cackle, 
f I know all about it." 

I Mary backed away a step. What did he know ? What 

* had he seen or heard ? 

“ Then what did I do ? " she challenged. “ I did 
nothing I aimaShamed of." 

' He told/her what she had done, almost as if he himself 
had-se^fiit. She would not ask him how he had learned, 
so great was her contempt for him. 

“ That feller had on a red shirt, didn’t he ? " her father 

demanded. * 

, " Yes, he had on a red shirt. Was that against your 

orders ? ” 

For a few moments Dundon's fierce look wavered as if 
he were ^puzzled by her defiance, for it was a thing that 
was>ew to him. 

No, I didn't see you," he said. "I ain't no spy, 

j&ilary! ” 

" Are you sure of that, Father ? " 

All the savageness came back to his big, brutal face 
with a rush. 

" I got a notion to take you out and horsewhip you ! " 
he snarled. 

“ You won’t horsewhip me ! " she said, and her words 
were ominously calm. “ You have whipped me for the 
last time, Father.” 

“ I ain't so damned sure about that," he muttered. 
“ I ain’t so damned sure." 

“ I am," she said. “ The last time you whipped me I 
was sixteen. I have not forgotten it. It was because I 
‘tore a calico dress on a barbed-wire fence." 
f He appeared not to have heard, but sneered. 

\ " A red shirt ain’t a good thing for a feller to wear. 
It can be seen too far." 

“ I told him that," retorted Mary. “ I told him there 
were men in this country who would be glad to use his 
;red shirt as a target." 

* B 
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“ Ah ! ” interrupted Clara beseechingly when Dundon 
seemed on the verge of another outburst. “ It is not the 
"mucho ! It is not the very mucho, sehoi ! ” 

“ Shut up, woman ! ” Dundon growled at her. “ What 

you know about this ? ” -A 

Clara whirled and rushed from the room. She was bac.^ 
in a few seconds with a long butcher knife in her right 
hand. It was the sudden look, half of fright and half of 
delight, in his daughter’s eyes that caused Dundon to 
whirl as lie heard a faint noise behind him. He uttered a 
curse, grabbed the moza’s wrist as she raised the long 
knife to strike. He wrenched it away from her, sent her 
spinning. She crashed against a wall, dropped and lay 
half-weeping, half-cursing. 

“ Oh ! Clara ! ” Mary gasped, and was turmng to¬ 
ward the woman when again her father clutched her 
arm. He thrust her back. 

“ Let her be 1 ” he ordered. “ If you don’t I’ll cut 
her damned throat! ” Holding her wTth-his left hand he 
brandished the long knife with the right. ' "— 

“Then cut mine!” Mary challenged. res, cut 

mine • ” . , , ..T* 

He poised the knife, held it aloft as if it were a righteous 

weapon in righteous hands. , , 

“ Mary, are you scared I’ll cut your throat ? he 

asked. » 

“ I wouldn’t put it past you ! ” ', 

What she said, the way she looked forced him to let 
her go. Since she had been a baby his will had been her 
will.' He was bewildered now because she was showing 

that she had a will of her own. 1 

“ When a man is a sneak and a spy he would cut any¬ 
body’s throat,” she said, and her voice was ominously. 

calm again. „ J 

“ Huh ? Me a sneak and a spy ? ” he growled, 
didn’t see you with that there durned man 1 It wasn^i 
me, Mary! ” ^ , 

She was speechless for a moment. Then her lips curled 
and her eyes smouldered. 

“ Then who saw us ? ” she demanded. “ I’m no 
denying that I was with him.” 
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He told her that the red shirt had been seen by one 
of the cowboys, Jake Hinck by name. She felt weak and 
cold for a moment with the thought that Hinck had 
actually heard what she and Bob Garrett had said. 

, What they had said was too wonderful, too treasured for 
^ears other than their own. 

“ So that dirty sneak saw us ! ” she cried. 

“ Yeah, Jake seen you,” her father agreed, and some 
of the fierceness left his hard face. “ Mary, I reckon 
maybe we can whitewash this over.” 

She wrenched free when she realised what he meant. 

“ Whitewash it over ! ” she cried. “ There is nothing 
that I am ashamed of, Father! I don’t care what you 
or that sneaking Hinck think ! I didn t do anything to 
be ashamed of, and I love that man with the red shirt, 

-and I'm going to marry him ! ” . . , 

Her fury and her burning eyes caused Dundon to back 
up a step. He flung the knife to the floor. Clara began to 

edge toward it. 

” Leave that thing alone, woman, if you don t want me 
to cut your throat with it!” he barked, and Clara 
'.flattened herself to the carpet Mary, what s this . 
Did I hear you say you was goin to marry somebody ? 

Dundon winced. Then he thrust his shaggy head to- 

ward her again. „ , . , „ 

Hinck tells me that feller has yaller hair 
He has blond hair,” Mary corrected, and wanted to 

'^Werwtafdifference does it make ? It's one and 
the same. I don't trust any man with yaller hair and 

^Sh^reminded him that some of his riders had blond 
hair. Hinck himself had. His hair was a dirty, yellowish 

*'°Well, what of it?" Dundon snarled. "That’s 
different ' Them men don’t meddle with my private 
affairs, Mary. I want to tell you, girl, that I'll disown 
you if you see that man with the yaller hair again 

^There w r as actual amusement in Mary’s eyes now. 


it 
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" Oh, so you are going to disown me ? ” 

“ Yeah, I will if you see that man again ! ” he stormed 
as he held his clenched hands high. “ I’ll cut you off 
without a dollar ! Say, who is he, anyway ? ” 

She told him, as calmly as she could, that the man she \. 
was going to marry was the man who had bought tbe r 
Grouse ranch on Dollar Creek. Then she dodged past 
him and ran to her room. 

Angered more than she had been hurt, Clara jumped 
to her feet and followed the girl. But she picked up the 
long knife as she went, for Dundon had stamped toward 
the front doorway. 

In the dingy and now daYk bedroom Mary stood 
quivering until she heard the moza. In the dim light 
from the other room she saw the gleam'of metal, the 
flash of teeth. 

“ Madre de Dios ! ” Clara hissed. “ It is that you want 
for me to cut his dirty throat, querida ? It wall make me 
the mos’ happy to do it 1 " 

Mary hesitated, picturing for a moment the just re¬ 
tribution such an act would bring. 

“ No, no ! Don’t do that, Clara ! Just see where he^ 
went and what he is doing. I heard him‘go out.” 

Clara refused to go at once, for she herself had been in 
love. What sort of man was this with whom her pretty j 
mistress had fallen in love so suddenly ? 

“ Is he brave, no ? Is he muy handsome ? ” 

“ Oh yes, yes, he is everything ! ” Mary half-sobbed. 

“ But see where my father went ! I don’t trust him.” 

When Clara materialised from the darkness half an 
hour later it was to find Mary sitting at the kitchen table. 
Maiy had on a clean and very faded calico dress. She 
lifted inquiring eyes that until now had looked un- 
seeingly at an untouched cup of coffee on the table. 
Her lips could not voice the question in her eyes. 

“ I have find him ! ” hissed Clara. “ He is send that 
Beeg Johnson to Dollar Creek to keel that man you love, 
querida ! ” 

“ To—to kill Bob Garrett ? ” 

“ Hah ! Is that his notnbre ? ” Clara cried, and hei 
black eyes brightened. “ It is the bueii nombre, no ? ”' 
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Mary shoved the c\ip of coffee away. She had to reach 
the Grouse ranch and warn Bob Garrett. Big Johnson 
was one of the two professional killers her father em¬ 
ployed. 

I 


CHAPTER SIX 


After a moment Mary Dundon realised that she should 
not be shocked. Her father h*d done precisely what she 
should have known he would do. Still she had to have 

C °“ Clara, did you actually hear my father tell Big 

Johnson to kill Mr. Garrett ? ” 

The vioza's flashing eyes and hissing word, kit no 

^°“*Where were you ? " Mary demanded. I must 

k "° You saifthat hitching-post the other side of the 
cookhouse ? " asked Clara. “ Into the old adobe near it 
I climb, senorita. Caramba ! I have get los fiulgas on my 

l6? ‘ Never mind the fleas,” Mary ordered sternly “ You 
looked through the broken window on the side where 

hitching-post is ? " ‘ 

” I r ha n v 0 e d hear your padre toll Bceg Johnson that he 

mus’ keel that man you say you will marry, quenda. Ho 

is poin' to pav him a hundred pesos tor it. , , 

A hundred dollars for murder, Mary mused. A hunclrcd 

dollars for taking away the only real happiness she coi 

re M^ be dicid h ed there was but one thing to.do She 

^ He was as ruthless as 

he " Ckm” she said, “ if this-this happens I'll see that. 

mv father hangs for it if it is the last thing I ever do. 

" Hah ' That would be much trouble,” Clara declared. 
<■ Xf you win just let me cut his throat for him it wiU 


be the much easier. Oh, do not worry, I shall do it 

while he sleeps.’’ , , . 

Mary shook her head so vehemently that the ache m 

it redoubled. 

“Clara, do you know where I keep my palomino 
horse ? ” 

“ Pancho ? ” . 

“ Yes. Can you get him for me and take him back of 

the three cottonwoods ? Get my saddle and blanket, too. 
I have my bridle and spurs in the house.’’ 

The Mexican woman declared that she would do 
anything she could to help. She put an arm about the 
girl’s shoulders. 

“ Hah! This is muy mal, querida ,” she whispered. 
" You have find the man to love mucho, and now he 
mus' be keel! ” 

“ He must be killed ? " Mary cried as she wrenched 
away. “ He shall not be killed ! Hurry, Clara, hurry ! ” 

Mary walked into the living-room, lifted her head 
when she heard her father's heavy tread. He came in 
through the front doorway, shuffled to a corner of the 
room as if he had nothing to say to her. He sat down 
at an old table, drew out a drawer, picked some papers 
from it. Then he turned and glared at her. 

“ You go to bed, Mary ! You made trouble enough for 
one day ! ” 

She looked at him with loathing in her eyes. It was 
almost incredible that her father could be so mean. It 
was incredible that any one could be so mean, so mur¬ 
derous. 

“ I’ll go to bed when I get ready.’’ 

“ You’ll what ? ” he gasped, and added an oath. 

" I’ll go to bed when I get good and ready.’’ 

He glared at her, discovered with surprise that she 
paid no attention to his fierce look. He slammed the 
papers down on the table. 

“ Come over here and do this figurin’ for me ! You can 
do that if j r O’* ain’t goin’ to turn in ! ” 

“ Not to-night,” Mary said firmly, and started toward 
her bedroom. 

He roared at her. She turned back, but said nothing. 
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“ What the hell’s the matter with you ? ” he growled. 
She suppressed a sob, managed to smile wanly. She 
wondered how much he knew about the man who had: 
bought the old Grouse ranch. It was likely that he knew 
a gold deal, because he usually made it hls ^mess ta 
know as much as he could about what went on on the 

ran ^ r tell d you 0 what’s the matter with me,” she said 
slowlv “ I have been asleep. I’m awake now, awake to 
a lot onhings, and I don’t beheve I'll ever go to sleep 

' ag He started to rise as she walked stiffly to her room and 
closed t a ife do°or, but sank back to the old cowh.de- 

C °” e Sh d e S be so damned high and mighty to-morrer! ” 

Mary traced as 

she tugged outlie & f tbem t - she murmured, 

and rubbedl tears from her•ejes ° TUen sh e 

“ I was ashamed of tms oici coiuu y, . f ^ 

was smiling through the tears. B he did. He 

didn't notice them though But ^ wife » 

won’t let me wear thi g. ^ wife o{ Bob Garrett ? He 

. But ^ as , s ^|°| f f ie t r father’s plans worked out. Why, 
was to be killed, ii her la th e way to Dollar Creek! 
already Big Johnson was o 1 y Dean, a 

She found an old ^^ 00 ^^ 01 :^ after 

fuzzy-faced youth had §iv< meant for a wild 

he had discovered thai1 1 e w ^ told herself she 
co wboy and po^enm) £ ^ ^ fclt tl open end 

might have to hu bs J the weapon was loaded, 
of the cylinder to make su bedroom was open. 

One of the sill ^nd slid out. Clara 

1 wo e uld U be a ba U ck P of the three cottonwoods with I'ancho 

by this time. 


avA-ass-r” 

Fvery one else seemed to have forgotten it. 


** 
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Because he had only one cowboy and did not expect 
to have more, Bob and this cowboy ate at the old 
ranch-house though Shorty had a lonely bunk in the 
bunkhouse. 

| After supper, while the glory of the rangeland sunset 
colours faded and shadows settled and thickened, Shorty 
sat upon the seat of an old buckboard he had repaired 
juntil it would carry at least a man or two to town. 
(Occasionally he looked toward the rarich-house where a 
flight shone, and wagged his heavily thatched head. He 
Iliad much to think about. He had more to think about 
to-night than he had ever had before in his prosaic life. 
He was coma need on two points. He liked his boss and 
lie liked Mary Dundon. And he respected both. 

| “ Helluva note," he told himself. “ He’s the best 
durned feller to work for I ever met up with, and where’ll 
I get another job half as good as this one if he gets rubbed 
out. Hell! It won’t be square to Mary if he's killed ! ” 

, He sat there till the hills and the valleys and the moun¬ 
tains and the canyons were shrouded in darkness and 
the stars overhead shone like the lights of some far-off 
jewelled city of a man’s loco dreams. Then he clambered 
down and ambled to the ranch-house. 

" Busy, boss ? If you ain’t-” 

, “ Not busy, Shorty," replied Bob Garrett as he lowered 
[the book he had been reading by the light of an oil lamp, 
" come on in. I was wondering whether you'd hit the 
hav." 


1 “ Nope, ain’t turned-in yet.” Shorty came in, grinning. 
(He ran stubby fingers through his brush of coarse, blond 
hair. He did not sit down when invited to do so. 

“ Boss, I been doin’ a tree-menjus lot of thinkin’ out 
there on the wagon." 

" Yes ? What about, Shorty ? " i 

“ hirst place," said the cowboy earnestly, " I want to 
bunk here in the house with you to-night, boss." 

Garrett reluctantly consented to this. 

" What’s the matter, Shorty ? ” he smiled. " Afraid of 
the rats in the old bunk-house ? ’’ 

^cah. Shorty nodded soberly. "Scared, of rats. 
But aii lire rats don’t have long' tails and four feet. 
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There’s rats Vs walk on two feet, plenty of ’em. Some-* 
times they ride horses, too.” 

Shorty sat down now. The concern on his blunt, 
tanned face was comical. 

“ Boss, I'm a-thinkin' of you and Mary,” he said pre^ 
sently. “ Mary’s a nice girl.” 

“ Thanks, Shorty. I know that.” 

“ Well, she is! She’s a damned nice girl. You don't 
lay your loop round what I’m a-tellin’ you, boss.” 
Garrett smiled whimsically. 

“I get the idea that in your estimation Mary is a 
damned nice girl.” 

“ Sure she is, but I ain't talkin’ about her. I want to 
talk about her old man. Did Mary tell you what a durned 
low-down hombre he is ? ” 

Garrett replied that Mary had told him something of 
her father, and reminded Shorty that he himself had 

talked about Dundon before supper. 

Shorty ran fingers through his brushlikc hair again. 
With a good deal of profane emphasis he told more that 
he knew about Mary’s father and some that he had been 


old by others. , , ., „ j 

There’s one thing I can figure out about old Dundon, 

,oss ” he continued. “ He’s plumb loco about Mary 

ver eettin’ married. I reckon it’s because he wants her 

o stav right there at the Double Arrow Cross so s he 

an keep on treatin’ her meaner’n he’d treat a coyote 

,itch. ’Scuse me, boss ! I didn’t mean to use words hke 

hem a-talkin’ about Mary.” 

Bob Garrett smiled and said that he already knew all 

ie needed to know about Tom Dundon. „ ,, 

“ Yeah, you don’t know the half of it. Shorty 
orrected. " Him, he won't let nothin stand in the way 
,f what he wants to do or wnat he wants Mary to do. 
;ay it was about three years ago a young feller, nice 
dd'by name of Dean, he comes to the rkneh to work 
.nd him and Mary gets to be sort of friendly like W 
an see as how she was mighty lonesome out there and 
, e was a good kid, even if he did have ambitions toward 
,ein’ a wild cowboy and a gun-slinger. Shorty paused 


for breath. 
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- “ Go on,” prompted Garrett. 

“ Well, there ain’t much more to tell. The kid, he just 

up and disappeared one day." 

! “ Maybe he left tliis part of the country,” suggested 

^ Big wrinkles rolled down Shorty’s forehead, rolled back. 

“ Yeah, he left the country," he grunted. *' He sure 
did leave the country'. Boss, after this, when you ride the 
range I’m goin’ with you, and both of us is goin’ to tote 

(rifles.” 

Garrett studied the cowboy gravely while he tned to 
decide whether the situation was as Shorty had pictured 
it in regard to the danger of riding the range. 

" You think it’s as bad as all that, Shorty ? ” 

“It’s a durned sight worse ! Say, when- old Dundon 
decides to do a thing he does it right now and lets the 
other feller think about it later. He won’t let you marry 
•Mary.” 

“ He’ll have a hell of a job keeping me from it I ” 

“ All right ! Look at it that way. But look at it my 
way. too, boss. I’ll bet my boss against a red shirt that 
old Dundon’ll have you killed muy pronto, that is if 
Mary has told him about you and her." 

Garrett remembered that Mary had said she was going 
to tell her father she had found a man she loved and 
meant to many. He had not tried to dissuade her. 

“ Don’t forget that feller, Dick Dean,” Shorty warned. 
” He left the country.” 

With a little jealousy Bob thought of Dick Dean. Had 
Mary been in love with him ? Well, he couldn’t blame 
her if she had. 

Garrett said he thought he was in no immediate danger. 
He meant to go to the Double Arrow Cross to-morrow. 
Then he might be in danger, if Shorty’s opinion were true. 

“ There’s where you’re plumb wrong, boss ! ” the cow¬ 
boy corrected, his forehead wrinkling again. " When old 
Dundon decides there’s goin’ to be trouble, he takes it 
to the other feller, and right now, without no puttin’-off. 
He don’t wait to give the other feller a chance to take 
trouble to him. No siree ! ” 

“ But not to-night," Bob Garrett said after a minute 
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in which he tried to picture Mary in her father's house. 

“ Surely there won't be any danger to-night ' 

“ Huh ! Don’t you be too damned sure about that! 
Shorty snorted. Every line of his face was expressive of 
concern and loyalty. " If Mary teUs him and he don t 
like it he won’t wait for nothin . And he won t like it. 
I wish you'd listen to what I figured out while I was 
settin’ out there in the dark, boss ! It may be clean 
loco and then again it may not be, but if it is it won t 

no harm. Want to hear ? ” , ., 

Garrett reached for his pipe, filled it from a humidor 

on the table where he also rested his socked feet. H 
struck a match, got the pipe to drawing. 

“ Go ahead, Shorty. I'd like to hear. 



CHAPTER SEVEN 



tet-ffis k asms sws* 

Sh “ ffinck ' ” the girl cried. V Hinck you sneak let me 

^xSman was sort of interested in where you are 
g 0 in , , ,> Hinck declared. • • ** 

i -»b««1-.. bu, 

W0 "liris e amble in and see the old man/’ ^ck ordered 
«f He’ll be plenty^ glad to know you am 
alone in the dark. 
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She was marched into the house. She was not much 
surprised to see the Mexican woman there with Ed Haines, 
another of the cowboys, as guard. 

Though Clara was silent, there were rage and hate in 

her black eyes. , 

“ Where'd you find Mary, Hinck ?” Dundon growled. 

The cowboy explained. 

“ Yes, I was climbing from the window! ” Mary 
flared. " I don’t care who knows it! ” 

“ Where was you intendin’ to go ? ” her father barked. 

“ Go ? cried Mary. “ I was leaving this awful place. 
I've stood it as long as I can.’’ 

His heavy brows drew down over his angry black eyes. 

“ You’ll stay here ! You’ll stay here a lot longer 1 ” 

When Mary remained silent he continued : 

“ And when you get sense enough to think it over 
you’ll be damned glad to stay here, Mary.” 

With a flash the thought came to her that Hinck had 
not disarmed her. Perhaps he had not known in the dark¬ 
ness outside that she had the old pistol. She backed 
toward the wall, jerked the weapon from its holster. 

" Stand right where you are, all of you ! ” she ordered. < 
” I’ll shoot the first one of you that moves ! Yes, I’ll do 
it ! ” 

“ Bravo ! ” Clara burst out. “ Bravo ! Shoot the 
dam' peegs, senorita ! ” 

Mary was beginning to back toward the doorway lead¬ 
ing to the kitchen when Haines, tall and lean, leaped. 
He struck down the pistol, then wrenched it from her 
hand. 

The cowboy pushed the weapon toward Dundon who 
stood beside the table. He took it and slammed it back- 
ward on to the table. 

“ Mary, you go to your bedroom and stay there ! ” he 
ordered. “ Next time you see that feller with the red 
shirt you won’t be so damned anxious to see him ! ” 

Mary bit cruelly at her lip to keep silent, for she wanted 
to shout that she knew Big Johnson was on liis way to 
kill Bob Garrett, but she could not do this without in¬ 
volving Clara. They would kill the moza if they learned 
she had been spying on them. 
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She looked at the Mexican woman. Of course they 
must have caught her as she was getting the horse, but 

what else did they know ? 

Mary stared hard and long at her father. 

" I suppose you have the place surrounded to keep me 

from leaving/' she said witheringly. „ 

“ You won’t want to leave after to-morrow! he 
retorted. “ Maybe to-morrow will put some sense into 

vour fool head, girl! " 

She had to bite her Bps again to keep from crying out 

that she knew what he meant. 

“ Girl, did you hear me ? ” Dundon roared. ( 

“ I couldn’t very well help it,” Mary said. But you 

don’t need to talk to me as if 1 was a dog. „ 

“ Well, you ain't any better than a she-dog ! h. 

Sn When Hinck and Haines laughed Mary could have 
murdered them with no qualms of conscience. She saw 
that Clara's eyes were blazing again with desire to kill. 

'■ You go to your room and stay there ! Dundon 

SfcjflBwrJ- as 

LdW- your throat and 

^^Yo^d^V” thimncher roared, and was reaching 
toward the pistol when Mary cried . „ 

erkrsr uss “it 

I “a*™, CO- on,! " M * r > “ ,EOi 

“ What you are saying is doing no good. Mexican 

■;/ “ £" SofS'wl-SS : 

sharp, loud sound that was repeated several times. 

“ Dios, what is that, quenda . 


" They are just nailing a board across my door,” Mary 
said with a shaky laugh. “ They’ve got us in jail at 
last!” * 

She sank to the bed, laid trembling hands on shaking 
knees. She heard the Mexican woman drop to the floor, 
•presently felt her hands clutched. The loud talking atid 
hammering had ceased and a strange, awesome silence 
had fallen over the old ranch-house. 

“ Madre de Dios!” Clara whispered. “For why did 
you make me come here ? If I could have stay out there 
I could have get the cuchiUo from the keetchen, and I 
would have cut his dam’ throat, no ? ” 

“ But that wouldn’t have done any good, Clara.” 

“ Hah ! The hell it would not ! ” Clara retorted. 
“ Have you not got the sense at all, querida ? ” 

Marv wondered whether she had no sense at all, or 
too much. There were so many thoughts in her head 
that had never been there before. 

“ Clara,” she whispered, “ do they know you heard my 
father tell Big Johnson to ride to Dollar Creek to kill 
Bob Garrett ? ” 

“ Hah ! They do not! ” Clara hissed. “ If they knew 
that they would shoot me dead ! ” 

" Yes, they would kill you,” Mary whispered. “Oh, 
Clara, I've got to get out of here ! I’ve just got to ! ” 

Clara crept to the window on supple knees. Mary, 
watching with faint hope, heard a muttered curse. 

“ What is it, Clara ? ” 

The Mexican woman crept back, still on knees. 

“ Two hornbres are out there in the dark ! ” she 
whispered. “ Los perros! ” 

Mary stole to the window now. Out there two men 
stood on guard. She thought of the nailed-up door. She 
felt Clara clutch her arm. 

“ What—what is it, Clara ? ” 

“ Hah ! ” the other woman hissed. “ What you say 
wr burn this damned house down and get out ? I have 
the match ! I have the four match, querida l ” 

At the Collar Creek ranch ten miles away there was no 
excitement. At first Bob Gattett regarded Shorty’s plan 
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with amusement. When he came to realise how much 
in earnest the cowboy was, however, he gave h.s consent 

t0 "*TheiVs"nc^hamf trying 1 ™,^though I doubt there w,ll 

T tSe^th you is that you don’t know 

W ■'Tort'"' said Shorty, "you got some pots and pans 
W£ - C S" “have then?,” 1 returned Tortillo, " but they are 

like that. 


ic that. si i to liccd tins oiclci. 

WXft.’SSJSKS-«- 


tt 


“There was some relief along with the puzzlement in 

th H C e 0 wal S more "puzzled when Shorty returned with an 

armful of rusted wire. end of t p c “bale-rope 

It was a few years the West had its supply 

period,” and most eve \ c laic-rope. Fences, harness, 
of wire which had replaced ^ e ^ cll even used 

saddles, furniture were rnend.d witn 

it in place of buttons and threap splice the ends of 

Tortillo watched Garrett bi G m y 

pieces of wire together. . » he muttered. 

“ Caramba, this is {unn > , f a sec ond trip into the 
Presently Shorty re urned from a « ^ ^ emp , y 

darkness. This time 1 d ^ ^ foun d j n the bunk- 
houi 6 "He pu?th2Tarticles on the table and began to 

'^Snowwhat do you do ? ” demanded Tortillo, 
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Shorty ceased work long enough to explain very 
seriously that he was making an electrical apparatus. 

“ You—you are make the ee-lectreecity ? ” gasped the 
cook. He was much in awe of what he had heard much 
about and never seen. He backed away until a wall 
stopped him. ■ 

“ Electricity,” Shorty agreed. " She’ll sure raise hell 
with you, too, if you don’t know how to handle 'er, Tort.” 

Garrett told the cook to get some other pieces of tin¬ 
ware, anything that would make a noise. Tortillo hurried 
to the kitchen. 

“ What’s the idea of telling him that, Shorty ? That 
thing won't make electricity.” 

“ Sure it won’t, boss,” Shorty grinned, “ but it’ll keep 
him scared. If we don’t scare him he’ll go out and 
monkey with that there wire just to see what it is, and 
maybe get himself shot.” 


CHAPTER EIGHT 

Tortili.o stood open-mouthed while Shorty wound 
copper wire about the bottle, twisted the ends of the 
wire together, then put the bottle in the old lard pail. 

“ There she is, boss. Be plenty careful if you don’t 
know how to handle her.” 

" I’ll do that,” promised Garrett. 

“ Caramba ! ” muttered Tortillo. “ She is the ver’ 
strange theeng, no ? ” 

Shorty told him to bring a lantern. With it he accom- • 
panied the other men to the woodpile. There Shorty 
selected nine sticks each about two and a half feet long. 
He sharpened an end of each of them. 

“ Thees ee-lec-treecity,” the cook mumbled as he held 
the lantern. “ She is ver’mysterious, no ? ” v. 

“Sure is! And she’s plenty dangerous, too, if you 
don't savvy how to handle her, Tort. You better keep 
away.” ' N 

“ Si, si, Seuor Shortee ! ” 

Tortillo carried the lantern while the sharpened sticks 
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were driven into the ground. They were placed in a rougn 
octagon about the house, except that directly in front 
of the porch and about thirty feet away two sticks were 

^ " Damn’ funny beesiness," Tortillo muttered. 

Shorty explained that there would be no danger until 

^“^yn^mo'p^^Garrett queried, and managed to keep 

a S °Yep! Ce Dynamo, boss. That thing'U knock a buU 

forty rods if he touches it.” 

Tortillo moved farther away with the lantern. 

When the pegs were all solidly in the ground a wire 

declared. 


to 


5® I > ” Shorty demanded " Say, when it comes 
thTs here electricity I’m right myiterious , - 

"Thees ee-lec-treecity, she is the 


ssrSoS’cSSe -r wire Wlt]1 thu 

baling-wire that led up to back. 

“ There she is, boss . ^ I *°, - , J q ,, . ee _j ec . 

treedty^be'esfneS r p^^Torlillo ’asked timidly from well 

^n th ^«. o T^ IS Eg? ns 

tially. “ She s there t g house {or t p e past four 

3b‘ iSS-’iKo'* Wbm *«1 

■Krisai *«**..? 


(( 


50 RED SHIRT • 

Tortillo ventured to the doonvay from where he stared 
at the wire-wrapped bottle and its two bright little wires 

that led upward. 

" She will hurt thees damn Indio, nor 1 
“ Hurt him ? ” ejaculated Shorty. “ It'll blow him 

higher'n a kite, Tort.” . 

“ And he’ll be mighty lucky if it don t burn him up, 

too,” Garrett added. “ Tortillo, I don’t want you to touch 

any of those wires.” ... « 

“ Dios, no ! ” the cook breathed, and surreptitiously 

crossed himself. “ You theenk it is safe for me to go to 

bed, no ?” _ ,, , . , 

“ That’s just where you’d better go, Garrett declared. 

“ And don’t go into the yard in the morning until either 
Shorty or I have disconnected the dynamo.” , 

Tortillo went, after he had brought some whisky and 
two glasses. Wrapped in his tattered blanket in the 
lean-to at the back of the house, he stared into the dark¬ 
ness and marvelled at the mysterious intelligence of the 
white man. It was more than ever marvellous that 
Shorty Gillis, a cowboy, should know so much about the 
mysteries of electricity, but it was so. Shorty had made 
something that would shoot a thieving Indian into the 
sky and let him come down like a flaming shooting star. 
Tortillo decided he would stay awake to witness this 


miracle, and went to sleep. 

“ Well, Shorty, I don’t believe the contraption will be 
of any use, but likely you had fun out of scaring Tortillo,” 
Garrett said as they sat in the front room. 

Shorty grinned so widely that the big wrinkles rolled 
up and down his leathery'' forehead. 

“ I sure scared him, boss. But don’t you be too durned 
sure that thing ain’t needed.” 

“ What’ll you bet it’s needed to-night ? ” Garrett asked 
presently. 

Shorty suggested the red shirt. He would wear it for 
a week if he lost. He didn’t mind red. 

“ Hell, I don’t snort and pitch none when I see that 
colour.” 

“No,” Garrett vetoed, “not the red shirt. It’s too 
risky if Mary happens to ride that Loco horse again. But 
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I can tell you what I'll do. I’ll wear the brightest green 

shirt I can find for a month if I lose ” 

Shorty’s grin rolled the big wrinkles up and down his 

f0 ‘‘Tha d t there Loco horse of Mary's, he ain’t that away 
about green, boss. Yeah, I'll wear green tor a month if I 

l0 Tkough Garrett usually read until late, he turned in 

W ^' That° tlfere InjuntvUh the yearnin’ for your tobacco 
and whisky may show up most any old time, explained 

the cowboy. - ., , . , , ,» 

“ Maybe so, but I doubt it to-night. 

Big Johnson was well-named, though he could have 

beenVancd ^ A 

raw-boned H p. ) gljt that extended toward 

nose. His ' ab chin “ The re were lumps of bone 

the angles ^, nds 0 f his jaws under his small ears. 

hard h Un He M not slow up b" of being confused 
ranc . knew every foot of the wide ranges. 

or worried, for he Knc^ t - y wan t to be dis- 

He rode oautmusly for lie M^ ^ ^ hQUse) 

covered. He would appi pj e W ould shoot 

call its new owner out and shoot If hg kt 

Shorty Gillis, too if ^ ave evidence, it would 
Shorty live, and later Shor y P o{ Bj j 0 h nS on. 

be of no more value than dark house Johnson 

Two hundred yards back Animal behind a thicket. He 

got off his horse. He soutlierly side, approaching 

legan to skirt the house ^souHier^ ^ a ^ 

closer as he neared the , d hut there was one 
shooter in has ’ /" ass ^ ere § t h e hand' could flash to it in a 

imctio U n‘°of a h :econd A broad half-grin, half-sneer was 
on his brutal face. 

Garrett had forced Shorty to take the one bedroom 
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tenable in the old house while he himself had stretched 
out on the couch in the front room. It was not the early 
retiring that kept him awake. He had many things to 
think about. He pictured Mary and the life she had led 
with her father. He thought back through long years. 

He felt Mary in his arms, felt his lips warm against hers 

that were soft and warm and responsive. 

He thought about the ten-gauge shot-gun he had 
leaned against the wall just inside the open front doorway 

before lie had blown out the lamp. 

For two hours he lay there awake. He was floating 
into a dreamy place where Mary Dundon was already his 
wife when he snapped wideawake, sat up. From the 
porch had come the loud clatter of pots and pans. 

Jumping from the couch, Bob Garrett crossed the 
floor in swift strides. He felt, grabbed the shot-gun, 
moved into the doorway. Half-crouching, he peered 
into the suddenly silent darkness. Out there, perhaps 
thirty yards away he made out the blurred form of a 
man. But was it a man ? 

Garrett did not have time to begin to answer this 
question when he heard someone mutter gruffly : 

" What the hell was that ? What the hell makes that 

there noise ? ” 

The puzzled, angry growl ended in a roar and a flash 
of fire. A bullet splintered the door frame at Garrett’s 
right. He pressed both triggers of the ten-gauge as a 
second dagger of flame pierced the blackness. A tremen¬ 
dous sound rolled from under the roof of the porch, and 
part of it rolled back. Then from the house came a 
loud and excited yell: 

" Key, boss ! Wliat the hell was it ? Did you get 
him ? ” 

The cowboy burst from the bedroom with a six-shooter 
in each hand. Then from the vicinity of the kitchen 
came a shrill, piercing cry. 

“ That’s just Tort, boss ! ” Shorty called. " Say, what’d 
I you hit ? Anything ? ” 

* Bob Garrett had no thought of unbreeching the shot- 
[ gun to reload. He stili gripped the warm twin barrels 
, with his left hand. 

I 
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" I hit something,"' he said coolly. " See yonder, 

th Shorty 1 vras'bending to see more clearly when there 
came another hair-raising scream, this 

^hed m the y ground g face downward, hands clawmg the 
n^ren Garrett 

“SS tkf'bios / 

ncrise from your ee-lec-treecUy, Shortee, no „ Hrt 

“ You’re too late, > lort, ^nui > i 

already hit the ground d in disappointment. 

“ No, no! the cook b t ( see i llin 

" The ground he has not yet n no . 

come down like the burning s‘ ^ the mcn and the 
On shaking legs Portillo houge There he stopped 

•ssarsRsJRs- * Bc “ 

himself hastily. m ,„; ve man lay sprawled and 

jzr&rstes* » >«■ * *» 6 ““- 

shot had hit his big ugly b - shorty remarked 

'.I Garmttrioo&ng down. "Thanks, 

' Sh °Aw "don’t mention it. X just knowed Dundon better’n 

y°S fi ^!" protested Tortillo shriUy. " El Mo 

delfi<egoheisn ot ! " „ h cow boy agreed sadly. 

“ Naw, he am t, ioil, 
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“ He just sort of looks to me like Big Johnson from the 
Double Arrow Cross.” 

Tortillo put shaking hands upon shaking knees as he 
bent to look more closely. He bobbed his black head, 
shook it. 

“ Si, Beeg Johnson he is,” he agreed sorrowfully, " but 
he is not burn up ! ” 

“ Hit the ground too soon, I reckon,” Shorty ex¬ 
plained soberly. “ He didn’t have time to catch fire.” 

Presently Tortillo managed to get to the house. He 
had to wrap himself in his blanket and figure all this out. 
It was too great and too miraculous to be figured out all 
at once, and while he was on his shaky pins. He turned as 
he reached the porch and grasped a post for support. 

" Senor! ” he called quaveringly. “ Thees Beeg John¬ 
son, he is the hombre who steal your fine tobacco and 
whiskee, no ? ” 

“ It looks that way,” Garrett answered. 

When the cook had gone Bob Garrett held out his 
hand. 

“ Put her there, Shorty. You saved my life this time, 
cowboy.” 

“ It wasn’t exactly a hunch, boss,” Shorty said as he 
gripped the hand. “ You see I worked for old Dundon, 
like I was tollin' you. Say, that there electricity of 
mine's hell, ain't it ? ” 

“ It sure was. Now about that green shirt, Shorty-” 

“I’ll get it first chanct, boss. That there horse of 
Mary's won't mind green a-tall. He ain’t crazy on any¬ 
thing but red. We used to try other colours on him but 
they didn’t do no good. ” 



Desperate though she was, Mary would not allow the 
infuriated and loyal Clara to set fire to the house. The 
moza declared that seeing it burn would bring her great 
pleasure even if she herself were in it. 
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D - You ca^me out now, provided you got some sense 
into your fool head, Mary ! 

Treatin'* hissedGara. “ I would like to keel him ! ” 

« Me y ou in there. Mary ? " D™don roared. 

“ Yes, I’m here." mounded on the door. 

^MCtatrhSkXndcooksomebreakfast! ”he 

0r iu ed - •, «vaee reply was muffled by Mary's quick 
The vioza s savage 

hand. . Wo have to cat. Besides, if you 

' don’?he'U come in here and drag^you^ouh”^ „ ^ 

It I had the poison-- wnu-P 

he should be poisoned, no . „ should.” 

» “ Yes,” Mary murmimed ™ a > 0 b dam n' g0 od ! ” Clara 

" Hah ! Like bra id her long black hair, 

hissed, and savagely g ^ triumphant looks from 
At breakfast Mary got suuu, r she ro fused to 

her father, but not a ^ ^ g hc h d spoken to 
sDeak and would not have an j as j{ to indicate 

her. Clara put food on the a mite ft t0 explode for the 
that she wished it were the last of his coffee 

destruction of the rand* Dundo n shoved back his 
with a savage, sucking - „ 

th°e U y have not gone to work, senonta, ^ 

Clara said softly. t make- sure I do not get away, 

Jt . “They are staying!. ™ of some m eans of escape. 

* Mary replied, trying ^ hich the minutes seemed hours. 
Then began a tirn( 1 al i ow ed to go where she pleased 

. Maiy found that she Wd & hofse And as she, 

so long as She did »*£*£* the house and the yard 
%*%?**?*£ the vision of Bob Garrett 
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lying dead and cold and stiff at his ranch. Soon news 
of his death would be here. Perhaps Shorty Gillis had 
been murdered too. 

The girl met her father face to face several times. He 
did not speak a syllable. His compressed lips and the 
cold gleam of his eyes seemed to say that there was no 
occasion for him to voice his triumph. 

In the looks Mary gave him there was no love, no 
respect. There were shadows under her eyes now and 
she felt years older than she had felt when she had been 
with Bob Garrett on the mesa yesterday afternoon. About 
eight o’clock she decided, in final desperation and un¬ 
bearable suspense, that she would escape. She sauntered 
across the drab yard to the corral where she had put the 
big bay. 

She would not need a saddle. She would get a rope for 
Jacimo and would ride the horse bareback. He could 
outrun any other animal on the ranch. 

She had her folded arms on the top rail of the fence 
and was looking at the horse and trying to locate a rope 
when Hinck slouched to her side, grinning. 

“ Figurin’ on takin* a little pasear this momin', 
Mary ? ” 

She shot him a look and bit at her lower lip. She 
almost ran back to the house. Oh, if she could only cry ! 
No, crying would do no good.' If she could only flyJ 

She could do nothing better than to sit on the porch 
and wait for the news. Surely Big Johnson would come 
witli it soon. 

She discovered that sitting still and waiting was even 
more impossible than escaping. Often she went into the 
house to talk with Clara, only to hurry out with the 
hope that there would be some miracle, that a miracle 
already had been wrought. 

SIle could see the. cowboys who sat in front of the 
bunk-house or walked idly about. She knew* they were 
talking and thinking about her. Likely all of them knew 
that Big Johnson had been sent to kill the new owner 
of the Grouse ranch. 

Dundon stamped from the house, stopped ten feet from 
the girl and looked toward the westerly hills. Mary 
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watched him. His fierce eyes seemed to be ^ardung 

toward the men across the yard 

i :: K "” “5 -'«*" 4 

««Jfs 

-ars» fist's—a ji.?! 

had never understood him Woa. murder 0 f Bob 

Tom Dundon was not thmkmg m s of it only 

2Th? ^ E fi!S 

S ^rinlTbut She saw aU of them look 

toward the westerly hilb. on to town,” 

* " Maybe he told, B,g Johnson not^ ^ by 

looked. toward, the hiUs. Not a nder was 

^hurried to the kuchen whom shejiscovered the 
cook affectionately st & 

had Sfra^el-ouX m"y father told Big Johnson to 

km him?’Are you absolutely sure. ^ (he bi knife 

“ Si, si! ” Clara cried as si him say 

fiercely. “ I *** he d ° it! ” 

he will pay him a hundred , - 

" You are certain oH his, *r kn[{e towa rd the 

The Mexican woman p 

" ai, g^hed ^ ^ sure j hold this cuchillo in my han , 

querida ! ” i + 0 SC e her father coming to- 

warfher re st tned to drop nonchalantly into her charr. 
He stamped up the two steps. 
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“ Ain’t you feelin’ good this mornin’ ? ” he growled. 

Mary's eyes were dry and steady as she looked at him. 

“ I am feeling quite well,” she said. 

He pursed his thin lips, sniffed. 

“ You sure don’t look it! ” he growled. " Mary, you^ 

are a durned fool 1 ” n 

“ That’s not the first time you have told me that. 

He glared at her, then stamped into the house. She 
heard him thump himself into the chair at his table. 
She heard him rustle some papers. Looking through a 
window, she saw that he had the papers in his left hand 
but was staring unseeingly at the wall. He snarled a 
curse, then laid the papers on the table and began to 
search through them as if he had to find a certain one. 

Mary thought about Big Johnson. She could barely 
remember that he had been with them when they had 
settled here. She had always hated and feared him. 
Now she hated and feared him more than ever. Yes, 
he and Red McGraw had been with them when they had 
come to this range. She did not hate Red, and somehow 
she did not fear him as she feared the ugly, brutal Big 
Johnson. ^ 

She was somewhat surprised when she saw McGraw 
crossing the yard toward the house. What did he want ? 
Well, at least his eyes, when they looked at her, would 
not hold the ridicule and contempt that was in the eyes 
ol most of the other men her father hired. He often 
spoke kindly, even respectfully to her. Red was about 
the only pc rson on the ranch, with the exception of Clara 
of course, who treated her with respect and kindness. 

McGraw stopped at the foot of the steps and looked up 
at Mary. A smile came slowly to his long, thin lips. His 
crookc cl nose did not look as much like a vulture's beak 
as it did sometimes. 

" Feelin’ purty bad. ain't you, Mary ? ” 

“ Yes, Red, I am feeling bad,” she answered, and smiled 
a ven,’ little. 

“ Well. I don’t blame you for it,” he growled. He took 
the two steps as if they were one, stopped. 

She could see the white streaks in his red hair, the 
white among the stubble on his lean, wrinkled face. 
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and suddenly wondered how old he was. There^ was no 
telling. Past fifty, surely. He was of that wiry, raw 

^ He OTrn^VshoolTlfis^ieadTand bow-legged it into the 

“ Well, what you want this time, *ueuui 

^iTiwant a hundred this time, Tom,” Red McGraw 

^11, by Gawd, you. won't get it I " roared the 
rancher. “ You won’t get it! , 

“ I reckon I’ll get it, lom - f t hcr troubles. 

Mary tensed and of eyes, of ruthless wills 

She could actually feel the da 1 shc saw her 

inside the room Hn n t° « , his overalls and 

S oC ke a iff ^ «*■ He s,iook flve 

^^Ve'em !''he roared. “But by Gawd, that's 

*he last you get above y^ s |, ieces into a pocket of 
McGraw dropped he five smile . 

his pants. Mary c °“ ld , jr „ Yeah, maybe.” 

"Maybe, he said, trirning. wJ slie had never 

Mary found herself wo. ^ | act t 5 hat McGraw got 

taken particuiar notice o ^ tjme he demanded it. 

money from her fat lit < t00 ^ when lie asked for it. 

Yes, Big Johnson got mon ,. 1 )ooked down into the 

McGraw stopped on *" p was n0 mirth in the more- 
girl’s upturned face. T1 - was something that 

ment of his twisted hps but thue^.^ ^ ^ squmte d 
looked like sympathy and 1 

blue eyes. ! ” lie growled. , , , A 

* “ That stingy old-— ■ T he cou id not have told 

J Mary wanted to laugh, tliougn 

^Have you just found that °ut, Red led . an d 
“ No, I ain't just found it out, g 

swung from the porch. , . ^ they followed him across 
Mary’s eyes were puzzled as 
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the yard to where the other cowboys were in front of the 
bunk-house. 

He had just got a hundred dollars from Tom Dundon. 
Once she had seen Big Johnson get two hundred, in spite 
of her father’s cursing and threatening. ^ 

It was good to think that somebody had been able to 
get money from her stingy father, even though she had 
not been able to do so. Well, what did it matter ? Money 
wouldn’t do any good now. Bob Garrett had been killed, 
ancl life would be even worse than it had been before. 
She had loved him yesterday and had been happy. Had 
she loved him for only a day, or for always ? It must have 
been for always. 

She looked toward the hills, stiffened, then went limp 
and cold with fear. A rider had come from the lower end 
of a ravine a mile away. He was Big Johnson. He was 
coming with the news that he had done his brutal work 
well. 

Dazed and numbed, Mary made her way almost un- 
seeingly to the kitchen. Clara turned from washing some 


pans. 

“ He is coming back,” Mary whispered. “ Big Johnson f 
is coming back.” 

Without stopping to dry the water from her hands, 
Clara took the girl into her arms. She sputtered profanity 
as an overstrained steam boiler sputters steam through 
a safety-valve. Meanwhile she patted Mary’s cheek with 
a tender hand. 

“ You have love him so very mucho , querida ? ” 

” \es, yes ! Mary sobbed. “ And now he is-” 

" But do not erv, muchachita, do not cry ! " Clara mur¬ 
mured. “ \ ou will leave thecs damn’ mean place and 
go with me, nitty pronto. My people are pvbres Mejicanos, 
but they are kind people. No ? ” 

Mary lifted dry eyes. 

“ Yes, your people are kind people, Clara. I will go ' 
with you. I^ppt can’t stay here any longer ! ” 

- Ac 2 mL 
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“S'3SS5ffert., 

- «2KS mm*; Sft3i«S» Clara. 

" Hah ! It would do me muchigoo ^ ^ Jn {he 

A g rca ‘ ‘hfP'J‘2. away from many things, or at 
past she had tne I t 1 / ealis tically if she had been 

least she had not fa ti ^ nQt run from am- 

?Wng Should go out and hear the tragic news when 
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Don't worry about me do a mtll , woman' 

"Huh! 1 wont! ton a 

about yourself." , d towards the hills. No rider 

From the porch she loo- d ured imagination been 
was visible oft there. Had . d fr0;n round the 

playing tricks ? Then a I J . lf ted as ,f she 

would^ speakoT cry out.'but noTound came from them. 

* Sar £t°the n man on the grey. Suddenly Mary fe 
Str .? n i?'s a " Gdhs !'^she gasped. “-Shorty was 

working for Bob GarretU with {ear aga i n . Shorty 

Then she « co J e a ^ ea d news. Big Johnson, after 
was coming v'ltn uil ^ 


62 RED SHIRT 

he had done his murder, had ridden on to town and left 
Shorty to come here to tell her about it. 

Instead of riding toward the bunk-house, Gillis reined 
his horse in the direction of the porch where Mary sat. 

• “ Hey, Shorty ! ” called Hinck. 

“ Howdy, Shorty," drawled Red McGraw. 

“ Howdy, boys,” Shorty replied, and kept on toward 
the porch. 

Maty tried to read his broad, brown face as he came 
nearer. It was not a mean face. Nor did it look like the 
face of a man who was the bearer of news as tragic to 
her as death itself. Shorty began to grin. He shoved 
his hat back, stopped his horse. 

“ Well, howdy there, Mary.” 

The girl felt as if she were in a dream. 

“ H-howdy, Shorty,” she managed. “ Yes, I’m-” 

” So’m I,” the cowboy agreed. “ I'm feelin’ just fine. 
Fact is I never felt better.” 

Mary stared, wanting to burst into tears. What on 
earth was the matter with Shorty Gillis ? 

“ Well, I’m here,” he announced inanely. 

“ So—so am I,” she said, and suppressed a sob. " Oh, 
Shorty, is-” 

Shorty gave her a puzzled, embarrassed look. To be 
sure he had news for her, but he wished she were not 
here just now so that he might impart his news fi^st to 
her father. 


“ Sure he is,” he muttered. “ He’s—he’s—-—” 

Mary choked back another sob and wanted, to hide 
her face with her hands and burst into tears. Giim 
resignation forced her to keep on looking at the stocky 
rider. She was vaguely aware that the Double Arrow 
Cross riders were coming across the yard now. 

She heaid the scrape of a chair, then her father’s heavy 
steps. He appeared in the doorway. She saw savage 
pleasure on his big, hard face for a moment, then dis- > 
appointment. “Say, Gillis!” he roared. “What you 
doin’ here ? 1 don’t want you on my ranch ! ” 

He stamped to the edge of the porch, stopped and 
glared. Shorty was not more than ten feet away from 
him now. 
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“ Well I had to come to fetch you some news, Dundon, 
the stocky cowboy said. “ You can bet your last peso 
I ain’t in this durned place because I want to be 

“ News ! ” whispered Mary. What news could be for 
her father ? The news he had brought must be lor hen 
“ Well, what is it, Gillis ? ’’ Dundon roared. Out 

VV1 Shorty rolled the big wrinkles up and down his forehead 
Mary remembered that he had used to do that just to 
mall' her laugh, but she did not want to laugh now. <( 
“Speak up, man, speak up!” Dundon ordered 
ain’t got time to stand here all day wait in loi you 

SP fhSv'^oa y dTor f eh 0 eadT d ca m e smooth. Mary gripped 

therms of her old chair tensely. TteDoublo^ow 
Cross cowboys were scattering about Shorty s hor..e as 
tf to be Drepared in case he were here for some tuck. 
f ' ? Aw I just come to tell you Big Johnson meets with a 

AccMemr'MiTr'epeated. " my should Big Jolin- 

S0 ?. matTtht ye"" are'^sayin’” Gillis ? " Dundon de¬ 
manded. “ What IS it? father’s big hands were 

, M ^ £a Th,sTa te y fi^ time in her fife when she 
had seen him display^ b W - fonva rd-in her 

resembled fear. She tensed still tartner^ y ^ tjght 

chair, until it was kept IP J k their war y 

w -»“» 

“ Si, seiiorita. „ oh cj 10rtv j ” 

“ Shorty I ” the.girl shut her 

flS'if St^wo worTte had^ed B £ to keep 
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rangeland frontier. Sometimes it meant what the diction¬ 
ary said, but more often it meant that a man had en¬ 
countered hot and deadly lead. 

“ Say, was Big hurt much ? ” asked Curly Curtis, an 
innocent-looking fellow and as mean a rider as Dundon 

hired. 

“ Yeah, slightly injured, Curly," Shorty said with a 


gnn 


Red McGraw looked hard at the stocky cowboy's face, 
and spat out some tobacco-juice with the question he 
had been ready to ask. He shrugged, spat again, and 
bit off a fresh chew of tobacco. 

Mary held her breath. She saw Clara appear in the 

doorway. 

“ Look here, Gillis ! ” Dundon roared. " Maybe you 
know what you are talkin’ about, but I sure don’t know 
what you’re here for! ’’ 

With a gleam of what looked like pleasure in his blue 
eyes, Shorty confronted the owner of the big Double 
Arrow Cross. 

“ I just'rode over to tell you as how Big Johnson is 
dead, Dundon. Yeah, he met up with a accident." 

Again Mary felt as if she were floating in a dream. She 
saw the Mexican woman’s face through a haze of un¬ 
reality. Clara looked so strange, so funny ! Then Mary 
saw her father, and clearly. He had moved back a step, 
and his big shaggy head was back and he was looking 
hard at Shorty Gillis. His face registered no emotion 
unless it might have been a slight surprise. 

" You say Big Johnson is dead ? ” he snarled. " What’s 
this, Gillis ? ” 

“ Big Johnson is dead. Plenty dead,” said Shorty. 

Mary fought for understanding. If Johnson were dead, 
where was Bob Garrett ? Was he dead, too ? Had they 
fought and killed each other ? She closed her eyes, but 
quickly opened them, for she wanted to miss nothing. 

She heard muttered exclamations from some of the hard¬ 
bitten cowboys. She looked at her father. He was shaking 


s 


his head. 

j _ “ Where’d he get killed ? " Dundon demanded. “ What 


killed him ? ” 
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«' Well,” said Shorty, “ he just happens to get in the 

wav of two charges of buckshot. That s all. 

“ That’s all ? ” Dundon roared. “ Where d it-happen . 

How’d it happen ? I want to know ! " . 

As Shortv told his brief and somewhat enigmatic 
! storv Marv went limp with relief. She saw her father 
rub°a big hand across his forehead, saw him shake his 

“ You say he was killed at Dollar Creek ? he de 

manded in much surprise. " I sure don't see what he was 
doin’ there 1 I never told him to ride to Dollar Creek . 
Mary heard a quick, amazed breath almost at her ear. 

Sh '' OlouS S itT’>e whispered. If he finds out 
you know, whispered back, and pressed hei 

^Du^on continued and to look much 

' pU ^fuir d you 0 me C an that man Garrett as buys the old 

01 helps 

stamped into the house. There was tne sou 

. “ Well, I’ll be damned McGra* m more 

• know but one other man a* had u comm 

than Johnson did ! , . t i ie eroun d as Shorty 

JSUL • 

"Shorty, did he—did he 
Oh, Shorty, tell me ! " 

• • 1 i . _ I « 


Oh, Shorty, tell me tv grinned. “ He’s bueno, 

, " Aw, he's plenty alive Short grmn .. 

had 

left, and Mary and Shorty. ^ beUowe d to the cowboys 
“ Hey, you men yonder ! he oeiiowcu c 
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who had returned to the bunkhouse. " Hitch me a 
team and do it quick ! I’ve got to go to town ! " 

‘'Why do you have to go to Magdalena?” Mary 
gasped." What for ? " 

“ What for ? ” snarled her father. “ I’ve got to go in-* 
to have that man Garrett arrested for murderin’ one 
of my good men ! 

Mary cast a glance at Clara. The moza clapped a hand 
over her mouth, and her black eyes were wide. 

" Don’t do it! ” Mary whispered. “ Don’t! He'll kill 

you! ” n 

Dundon stamped from the porch and headed for one 

of the barns. 

" Shorty,” Mary faltered, “ did he murder Big John¬ 
son ? ” 

“ Murder him hell! ” Shorty replied. " Of course he 
didn't ! Johnson, he just up and meets with a accident 
like I told you.” 



Mary hastened to explain that Clara had heard Tom 
Dundon order Big Johnson to kill Bob Garrett. 

“ Si, si! ” the Mexican woman affirmed. " That I’do 
hear ! And he is to pay him the hundred pesos, tambien! ” 
Shorty rolled the wrinkles down his forehead, but 
. offered no comment. He said he would go and talk with 
; some of the riders as long as he was here. 

" But be sure to come back here before you leave,”/ 

! Mary ordered. 

* " Yeah, I will.” 

Shorty joined the Double Arrow Cross riders who had 
J remained near the bunk-house. Two had gone to hitch^ 
J a team for Dundon. 

c " Now what shall we do, querida ? ” Clara asked. 

( " The perro, lie is gone. He cannot make us stay here the 

longer, no ? ” 

" Oh, let me think ! ” Mary said impatiently. “ I don’t 
know what to think." 


£ 
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“ Hah ! I know what to think ! ” declared Clara. “ I 
think the heart I would cut out of your damn* padre if 
you would let me do it ! ” 

“ For heaven’s sake, don’t keep saying that! " Mary 
cried. “ Hasn’t there been enough trouble already ? ” > 
Mary barely moved until she saw her father drive 
away. He did not look in her direction. His jaw was 
thrust out and there was a dark scowl on his face. Mary 
saw again how ruthless and indomitable he was. lie 
had failed to kill Bob Garrett this time, but he would try 

again. . , . 

She tried to smile as Shorty Gillis approached, grinning. 

“ Did Bob Garrett tell you his story ? ’’ she whispered 

when the cowboy was close. “ Did he tell you why 

“ Well, he told me quite a yarn, said Shor y. 

“ Yarn ! It wasn’t a yarn, it was the truth . 

“ I believe it, Mary.” ......, . ? 

“ Then you know why my father wants to kill him . 

Shorty said that he 'understood, but grinned when he 

saw the fear and dread in Mary's eyes „ 

“ Scnorita, don't you be too sure he 11 kill Bob Garrett, 

♦'he advised. “ That hombre, he ain’t exactly a durned 

'°- Oh, I know ho isn't « lo* S'"!'-, B “ “* S' 1 '* * 

■>— 

W0 “ I know ^Shorty l That’s why I’m so terribly 
SC ^Hah”l If only she will let me cut his heart out for 

heem !’’hissed Clara. Clara’’ 

jstastt * 

B". 1 ” Shorty " By |.1y, 

he’ll be plumb glad to see you. 
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Marv had to smile a little as she pictured her arrival J 
at Dollar Creek. She told the moza to pack a few things. 
“Not much, Clara, because goodness knows I haven t 

anything that is worth taking.” 

° Alone you shall not go, senorita,” the Mexican woman 

declared. “ Go with you I do.” * 

" Of course you will, Clara.” 

The moza started into the house, but returned. Her 
swarthy face was anxious. . %i 

“ Senorita, the vaqueros ! They will not let us go ! , 

“ They’ll have a hard time keeping us from going! 
•Mary retorted. “ We’ll see about that right now.” 

She reluctantly asked Shorty whether he would go 
with her to get the horses. f 

“ Sure will, Mary. Do some shootin’, too, if that s 

necessary. 

“ No, no ! You mustn’t even touch your pistol! If • 
you do they’ll kill you as if you were a dog ! ” 

" I ain’t no dog,” said Shorty. “ Well, come on, let s 
see what them mal hombres wanta do.” 

“ Shorty, did you tell him about Dick Dean ? ” Mary ' 
asked as they started toward the barn. 

“ I mentioned it, yeah.” 

" But Shorty! 1 didn’t love Dick ! We were just 
friends, that was all there was to it.” 

“ I reckon Garrett sure savvies that, Mary. At least 
if he don’t savvy it, it don’t seem to be botherin’ him 
none.” 

Mary had a new fear now. It was that Shorty would 
interfere if obiection were made to her leaving the ranch. 
He would be killed. 

Objection was made, and profanely, but it was not 
Shorty who interfered, though he was getting ready to 
go for his six-shooter. . 

“ You hombres lay off her ! ” a voice drawled softly. # 
“ You let her go where she damned pleases ! ” 

Hinck and Haines and the others who had bucked her 
whirled and started to grab for their weapons. They 
seemed to freeze still as they saw Red McGraw. He was 
smiling, but-there was no mirth about that smile. He 
had a big Col bin a hand at each lean hip. 
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“ Say, what’s got into your damned craw, Red ? ” 

Curly snarled. . , „ , 

“ What’s this sort of business mean ? demanded 

* 

Haines. , , , . .. 

, f “ When the boss, he learns about it 


began Hi nek. 


“ When tne doss, ne learns duuui u- .* , 

“ L c t the old man learn about it and be damned. 
retorted McGraw. “ Maty goes where she likes as long 

£itude in the bewildered smile 
Thank you! Red ! ” she told Kim feelingly, and wanted 

'"£.3 & D„«k. Hte »,.« 

on the edge of the bunk-house porch. They formed a 

^Twenty minutes later, when Mary, Clara and S h ° r jy 
headed toward the westerly foothills, the girl turned to 
look back Red McGraw stood facing the angry cowboys. 
^ thumbs were hooked into his belt close to Ins heavy 

^“Shorty, why do you suppose Red did that ? " Mary 

2aa*isasifjs£!s 

bunkhouse. 9f rinn sighed. 

“ Red they will keel, no ? tiara si^i ,, 

.. W eil now I wouldn’t lay no dtnero on that mujer, 
weu now, 1 vv surpnsed me though. 

grunted Shorty. R . - ■ Shorty told how Big 

bucket and the bottle trnd h - t wouldn 't.” 

ele » Wellf l ai^ so 'sure about that, Mary Anyjvay 
Tortillo, he was mighty disappointed when he chdn _ee 

Clam" cried! and stopped her horse. 
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“ Short ee, is thees damn’ Tortillo Garcia at your rancho ? ” , 

The moza, in her early thirties, was a rather comely ; 
woman, and had not grow fat like many of her kind, j 
She claimed to be a married woman, but since she had 
been at the Double Arrow Cross she had not produced a v 
husband. 

“ Well, it ain’t exactly my rancho ,” grinned Shorty, 

“ but I reckon I know what you mean. Sure, Tort’s 
there. He’s rustlin' gnib for me and the boss. There 
ain't no other riders besides me. Tort’s a fine cocinero." _ 

. “ He is the no-good hombre ! ” Clara corrected posi-^ 
tively as her colour rose and she pressed her bps tighter 
together. " If he is there, then I do not go ! ” 

“ All right, you don’t need to, but I’m going anyway,” 
Mary said quickly. “ As for me, I don’t care whether 
Tortillo Garcia is there or not. I’m certainly not going 
back to the Double Arrow Cross.” 

Mary looked around a few minutes later, saw Clara 
following sullenly. 

“ Shorty, did you ever hear Tortillo say anything 
about her ? I didn’t know they even knew each other.” 

“ Naw, he never said anything about no woman,” “ 
replied the cowboy. “ Did she ever talk to you about 
him ? ” *3 

Mary shook her head. 

“ What’s her last name ? ” 

Mary laughed. j 

“ Why, I really don’t know, Shorty. She came as 
Clara, and we have always called her that.” - j 

The Mexican woman was quickening the pace of her 
horse, and she soon came near enough for Mary to call 
out : “ Decided to go with us after all ? ” 

“ Come I will because of you, querida," replied the 
moza. “ But not because of thees damn' Tortillo. Cabron I 
When i see keem, I will speet in hees face ! ” ^ 

Magdalena, scat of government of the big frontier 
county, was a combination of old and new influences. 
Along the sides of its dusty main street ugly frame 
buildings shared the space with adobes as ugly but more 
picturesque. , 
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There were hitching-racks in front of the three saloons 
and the two stores. There was a hotel, Casa de Magdalena. 
It was a two-story frame building. There were a few 
spittoons in its small lobby-office. When ranchers and 
cowboys missed the spittoons there was nobody who 
objected to their spitting tobacco-juice on the bare floor 
Grass became green in the little courthouse plaza, bu 
it withered and whitened when the blistering days came 
after the infrequent rains. 

Link Hall, who operated the livery stable, was not 

glad when Dundon drove in. 

“ Howdy, Tom,” he said, nevertheless. , 

Dundon'grunted and clambered from his buckboard 
“ Here’s a dollar,” he growled. See you iced my 

h °Hall said that ^ for the mustangs would be 

a S ain ‘ S worth ! " Dundon swore. He stamped 

toward the wide doorway in his faded overalls and s.n . 

and old felt hat. “ Joe*Benton in town ? 

• Far’s I know,” Hall grunted. ” You go and see for 

' y °Tusually do things for myself I ” Dundon growled 
as he stamped away. dislike for the rich 

.2? st, 

that of the average citizen of the viJa1 { (q 
towrf°but There was* no "one who 'actually liked him for 

3 so. t 

feller before he was born. handsome man with 

Sheriff Joe Benton was ^“eye S with deep 

• Sllver y hair ^ d t iTeffi outer ends. He looked up as lie 

, • “ T’li toll vou what I m doin here . 

chair. IH tell you nw ^ tobacco 

Instead of explaining, he took a piece 01 a > 
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from an overalls pocket, wolfed off a cud, put the plug 
carefully back. . t * 

The sheriff thought, not for the first time, what a life 
Mary must lead at the ranch, but said : 

“ Well, Dundon, I see you are in the same good humour V 
as ever.” j 

“ Never mind whether I’m in a good humour or not 1 ” 
snapped Dundon. “ You know a feller named Garrett as 
buys the ranch on Dollar Creek from old Ben Grouse ? ” 
Benton looked puzzled for a moment, wondering what 
association Garrett could have with Dundon. 

" Yes, I know- Garrett. Like him, too. He's been m 
here to see me. 

Dundon jerked forward. His implacable jaw thrust 
out and his eyes squinted to slits. 

“ You say Garrett’s been in here ? " 

“ Why, yes. He's been in here a few times to see me, 
Dundon. Mighty nice feller." 

“ Mighty nice hell! " the rancher snorted. w I want a 
warrant for his arrest, chargin’ murder ! He killed one 
of my riders last night! " 

Benton stiffened. * * 

" Which one of your men did he kill, Dundon ? " 

“ Which one did he kill ? Big Johnson, that’s which 
one ! I’ll see him hung up by the neck for it, too, if it 
fakes the last dollar I’ve got in the world ! Gimme that 
there warrant of arrest, Benton ! Then go out to Dollar 
Creek and bring Garrett in ! ’’ 



Sheriff Bentox knew Big Johnson’s reputation as well 
as he knew that Dundon skirted the law without becoming a 
entangled in its meshes. He thoroughly disliked the 
owner of the Double Arrow Cross, but as an officer of the 
law he tried to be impartial and unprejudiced. 

What was Johnson doing at Dollar Creek ? ” 

What was he doin’ there?” Dundon snorted self- 
righteously. “ I sent him there on a friendly visit. I ' 
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wanted to tell that man Garrett to come over and see 
me, so I sent Johnson with word to him. I wanted to be 
neighbourly.” 

“ I see,” the sheriff mused aloud. 

“ And now I got to have the man arrested for murder !, 
Dundon went on in the same self-righteous manner. “I’d 
liked to be neighbourly with him, but ^there's some 

things a man just can’t stand for, Sheriff! 

“ Are you sure Johnson’s ride to Garrett s was a 

friendly one ? ” Benton asked. 

Dundon started to rise, but dropped back, glowering. 
“Sure about it? Hell, I ought to know what hi 
talkin’ about, Joe ! I’m goin' to have that man arrested 
for murder! If you won’t do it I’ll get somebody that 

""Benton explained that he could not issue a warrant of 
arrest. He could only serve the warrant after it was 


issued. . „ 

“ Then where’ll I get it ? , . . 

“You know where to get it!” retorted the sheriff. 

“ Go on and get it, and if you insist 111 have to serve it. 

Dundon’s face became hard and shrewd. 

“ You don’t want to arrest this Garrett eh „ 

“ No not for killing a man like Big Johnson. 

« Big Johnson was° a good man ! " Dundon declared 

as he hit a knee with a fist. „ sheriff 

“ He’ll have plenty of company in lull, a J 1,e , s “ cr 
said and shrugged. ” Go get your warrant and 111 serve 

it Dundon I doubt that it will do you much good 
!t Dundon rose, thrust his big face| towardthe= shenff 
“ You actin' for this man Garrett, or you actin lor 

whole county, Joe ? „ •, ]3 en t on “ Get 

- •«-* 

but his face lost none of its hard cunning. ded 

“ Nothing* much^except that I sort of like him, from 
W ^WeU? bygSa't like him 1" Dundon growled. 
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“ And by the time you know him as good as I do you 
won’t hke him either ! " 

He stamped toward the door, but was halted by a 
command from the sheriff. 

“ Well, what you want ? ” he demanded, glowering. 

" If you won’t gimme the warrant I’ll go where I can 
get it ! 

“ Then you knew Garrett before this, eh ? " Benton 
askedoutwardly calm. 

“ Ivnowed him ? Say, I never seen the man in my life ! 

I just heard plenty about him." 

He clumped out, climbed noisy stairs, opened a door. 

In the room sat a man with stringy whiskers, bleached 
brows and pale eyes. He was Norman Pulsifer, the prose- 
cuting-attorney, a good enough lawyer for the frontier. 

“ Why, hello, Mr. Dundon,” he said, and smiled 
widely. " This is quite a surprise to me." 

“ Well, it ain’t no surprise to me ! ” Dundon snorted. 

“ It’s takin’ time, and my time’s worth money ! I want 
a man arrested for murder ! " 

Pulsifer’s eyes brightened a little. If he could success¬ 
fully prosecute a murderer it would just about mean re- * 
election. With much profanity Dundon told what he 
wanted. 

“ Yes, I'll make out the warrant,” said Pulsifer. 

" This seems to be a clear-cut case of murder." 

“ It sure is ! ’’ Dundon snorted. “ I can prove I sent 
Big Johnson there on a friendly visit and he was shot 
down like he was a coyote ! Yeah, I got half a dozen 
men that’ll swear they heard what I told Johnson ! ” 

The warrant was issued and taken to Eli Hartle, the 
justice of the peace who had an office in another part of 
the building. Hartle w f as short, bushy-bearded, grey. 
He puckered his face as he scanned the warrant. He 
looked up. 

“ So Big Johnson gets killed at last! Well, it w r as high 4 
time ! ’’ 

Gesturing oratorically, Pulsifer began to protest. As' 
committing magistrate Hartle had no right to express 
an opinion of a murdered man. His opinion of Big 
Johnson was virtual commendation of the killer. 
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“ Huh ! ” Hartle declared. “ Everybody who knew 
Big Johnson knew he needed killin’! As for Tom Dun- 
don, it's too bad he wasn't in range of them buckshot that 

killed Johnson.” 

Cursing and fuming, Dundon said he would not be 
talked to in tliis manner. He was an honest man. He paid 
his bills. He treated his family well. 

Eli Hartle's round blue eyes gleamed as he pointed 
with a stubby forefinger. “Shut up, Dundon . hirst 
thing you know you'll be in contempt of court. 

“This ain’t a court yet!” Dundon retorted, and 

jerked a drawer open, and laid a six-shooter 
before him. His stormy gaze did not leave the ugly 

face of the rancher. . , , « Vffl , 

“ It’s a court now', Dundon ! ” he reminded \ou 

keep on addressing the court in this manner and I 11 put 

a hole right between your damned eyes ! 

Dundon backed away, stammering. Hartle s cus 

be ' ; Md fie Sc you were enumerating _ your virtues, 

taking a 'Jp forward and beginning to threaten with h* 

bi ?, : t ar“Subject." he went on. 
■■ howatuT of yours. Dundon ? You treat her 

worse than if she was a Ute squaw- „ stormc d, 

“ Well, she’s my girl, an t sue .. x- blue eyes 

and pushed his face towa „ sh » ray gi r l and 

again, eyes that refused to a 

I treat her good, I tell you • 

f0 " Sure she is.” Hartle chuckled dryly.,/' She was a 

f0 Du e ndon 0 sho a t V : lookanWscowl toward the prosecuting- 
attorney. very sorry this has occurred,” 



Hartle shifted his gaze. He also shifted the end of the 
heavy pistol, and by pushing on its handle. The long 
barrel pointed at the suddenly cringing Pulsifer. 

“ Norman, do you think I'll give this matter my fair 
and unbiased consideration ? " he barked. “ If you 

don’t-” # • 

“Oh, yes, yes ! Garrett will receive unbiased consider¬ 
ation in your court, Judge Hartle ! ” Pulsifer stammered 
as he rubbed his suddenly cold hands together. “ I had 
not meant to-” 

“ Say, are you the only justice of the peace in this here 
town ? ” Dundon growled. “ If you ain’t-” 

Hartle’s gaze swung again. He grabbed the handle of 
the six-shooter, lifted it, tapped his scarred desk with 
the end of the barrel. 

“ Yes, I’m the only justice of the peace here, Dundon ! 
Fetch in your dog and I’ll listen to the evidence and 
decide whether he ate poison or not.” 

An hour had passed since Dundon's arrival before he 

* 

and the prosecuting-attorney delivered the warrant of 
arrest to the sheriff. 

“ Norm, what do you think of this case ? ” Benton y 
asked as he took the document. 

“ Why, it looks to me like it might very well be either 
a case of premeditated or cold-blooded homicide,” 
replied Pulsifer with a veiled glance in Dundon’s direction. 

“ Uinmm, I dunno,” grunted the sheriff. 

Rancher and prosecuting-attorney stood on the dirt 
walk close to a saloon as they watched Sheriff Benton 
go for his horse. 

“ 1 suppose you will be returning to 3 ? our ranch now, 

Mr. Dundon,” Pulsifer said suavely, thinking of the 
Double Arrow Cross votes. 

“I sure ain’t! ” Dundon snapped. “ I’m goin' to stay 
right here till I see that man Garrett locked up in jail! ” A 

Then Pulsifer’s pale, usually enigmatic eyes shone with 
amazement. Dundon had suggested that they go into the 
nearby saloon for drinks. Nobody in Magdalena had ever 
heard Tom Dundon invite a man to have a drink at his 
expense. 
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The three horses snorted and tried to brace back on 
their haunches as they saw a tarpaulin covered object in 
front of the ranch-house. They were spurred on. 

Hearing noises outside, Garrett hurried from the house. 
“ Mary ! Mary, what are you doing here ? ” 

“ Oh, I had to come ! " Mary half-sobbed, half-laughed, 
" because I just couldn’t stand it there any longer, Bob ! ” 
She flung herself from the saddle. He caught her in his 

arms and she clung to him frantically. 

This was not the only demonstration of love ant 
romance that Shorty Giilis witnessed. Tortillo appeared 
in the front doorway, stared, then uttered a happy, m- 

eredulous s 1^^ ^ ( hc cr j cc g “Madrc de Dios! And 

what brings V’ou here, Clara inia ? 

Though Clara tumbled from the saddle and was caught, 
her weight was almost too much for the wiry little 1 bitillo 
He fought and staggered to stand up, and 
succeed, though his heart pounded and throbbed. Ho 

Cl ^‘ClaraT”‘llary Vried * 011 1|* when^he could get her 

br ^ a what ^es^eetP’ *Clara laughed, her black head 

5 

as S WS u<•» - - 

fiery Indio did not ^ ^ peop i e j n todo el mundo, 

™ d f cc ^-oi derful miracle did not happen ! ” 

must see where tnat wo discovered that she 

Ga-tt and Shorty teogteL Mao *sc ^ Her 

Shut her eyes. She clung 

t0 ' G Bob, tt 'does he mean Shorty's electricity?” she 
managed to ask finally. 


“ Reckon he does,” Bob replied. “ I’ve got the notion 
he’ll be out every night from now on to see that flaming 
Injun come down.” 

Presently Mary ceased laughing and looked around. 
Her face grew serious. She pointed toward the tarpaulin. 

" Is that Big Johnson there, Bob ? ” she whispered. 

“ That’s Big Johnson, honey,” he told her. “ I thought 
it best to leave him there until thfrsheriff comes.” 

Mary drew away, stared wild-eyed. 

“ Is the sheriff coming ? ” 

Garrett explained that he meant to send Shorty Gillis 
for the sheriff. 

“ I should have gone myself,” he went on, “ but I 
clung to the hope that Shorty would bring you with him, 
Mary.” 

From where he still sat his saddle and grinned, Shorty 
had a view of a piece of the road that led to Magdalena. 
His grin vanished. He rolled the big wrinkles up and 
down his broad forehead. He turned. 


“ I don’t reckon there’ll be much need of me a-goin' 
to town,” Shorty said. “ There’s a rider cornin’, boss, 
and he looks some like Joe Benton to me." 

‘‘ Sheriff Joe Benton ! ” Mary gasped. “ Oh, Bob, my 
father went to town ! He said he was going in so he could 
have you arrested for murdering Big Johnson ! Oh, he 
did ! ” 


" For murdering Big Johnson ? ” 

Mary could only nod. She held out shaking hands. 




Though there was gruesome evidence of violent death 
here, Mary felt peace so real it seemed a material thing. 
She hoped that she would never again live under the 
same roof with her father. 

Garrett had gone to where he could look at the road. 
She did hot follow, but as she looked at him she could not 

help remembering that he was really going to be arrested 
for murder. 
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“ Is it really Sheriff Benton ? " she asked when lie 
rejoined her. 

He nodded. ' 

“ I didn't expect your father to quit this soon, he told 

her. “ He’s hkely just discovered I am here.” 

“ Oh, Bob ! He won’t quit at anything 1 " she cried. 

“ If he can’t send you to prison-—" 

“ He won't send me to prison." 

“ He says he will." 

"He won’t." , „ . . , 

" Then he’ll have you murdered. Remember he has 

tried it once." 

Garrett glanced at the tarpaulin nearby. 

" But he won’t always fail, Bob. You don't know what 
he is like when he makes up his mind to do a thing. 
And with you here he won’t stop at anything . 

“ He doesn't feel as secure as he did once. 

'■ That'S just it. You are an obstacle m the way of 
his awful will, and he never lets obstacles block him. 

Sheriff Benton arrived, sat his saddle for a few • 

while he looked at the tarpaulin. As he turned there was 

surprise in his eyes. „ 

“ I didn't expect to see you here, Mary. 

•' Well, I guess I’m just here,” she told him with 

nervous little laugh. “ Arc you well Sheriff. 

Benton knew this was not the question she had wanted 

t0 “Your father is in town, Mary,” he said. " He sent me 
out." 

Mary' was somewhat surprised when the sheriff dis- 

mounted and shook hands with Bob. 

" And how are you, Garrett ? 

" Physically I never felt finer, Sheriff. But there arc 

difficulties.” , , , 

" So I have heard,” smiled the snenff 

Mary clung to Garrett's hand as the warrant ot arres 

was handed to him. have anv 

" Sheriff Benton, you know my father didn t have an> 

right to do this ! ” she cried out. 
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The sheriff replied that he was merely performing his 
sworn duty. . ' ‘ A 

“ But you don’t think Mr. Garrett murdered Big John¬ 
son, do you ? ” 

“ Well, I sure don't think he did ! " Shorty stormed 
unexpectedly. “ She was that there wire and them stakes, 
Joe! ” • • • ! 

Shorty was vehemently explaining how Johnson had^- 
walked into the trap which had worked as effectively as 
a burglar alarm when Tortillo broke in excitedly. He 
and Clara had just returned from where he had been 
trying to explain the miracle that had not occurred. 

“ Hah ! She was thees ee-lec-treecity of Shortee’s ! ” 
he shrilled. “ She is work like hell, Sheriff! ” 

" Pouf! The ee-lectreecity it was not! ” Clara denied. 

“ Shorty Gillis ! What does he know about the wonderful 
ee-lectreecity, I want to know ! ” 

Tortillo removed his arm from about her waist and 
looked with fiery eyes. 

“ Too damn’ smart you are, woman ! ” 

“ Smart I am not ! ” she cried. “ If I was smart I 
would not have marry you, puerco ! ” 

“ And if pucrco I am,” retorted Tortillo, “ then what 
are you, mi csposa ? " 

“ Stop it! ” M,ary cried. “ For goodness’ sake, stop it! ” 

“ They seem to be man and wife, Sheriff,” Garrett 
drawled. 

“ They sure act like it,” Benton agreed and there was 
a twinkle in his eyes. 

“ My goodness, Sheriff, do all husbands act that way ? ” 
Mary demanded. 

The sheriff smiled at her. He was still wondering why 
she was here. 

“ Well, not all of them, Mary. Fact is I think only a 
few of them do.” 

“ Clara, you should be ashamed of yourself! ” Mary 
scolded. “ You haven’t seen Tortillo for years, and now— 
j Why didn’t you tell me about him ? ” 

“ Pouf! He was not in my mind.” 

“ Hah ! The hell of it was she was too mncho in my 
j m hid ! flared Tortillo. “ It is the way it is, this, senores 
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Down in Sonora she was my esposa, muy sympatica till 
she is get what you call the too smart, and I have to slap 

her face for her. Then she is run away. 

“ Smart I am not! ” denied Clara. Smart I never 

W *“ And run away I am, too,” trying to show contempt 
of her by a shrug of skinny shoulder. In my heart there 
was not the desire to love the smart woman or my wile 
” And I tell you that I am not smart! j™ steQ 
Clarf “ If I am ever smart do you think I would have 

let the padre marry me to you, Tortillo . ... 

" It was the fault of the padre,” declared Tortillo as 

he tried to stretch his five feet two inches to six feet or 
more “ He was for tell me that you are the fine muchacka 

Wigsmsm 

lm ‘ ? 1 ” snarfed Tortillo, and began to back up. 

but colour 

eaSt^r c^ylace^him I w,l not ,1 he 


VAUUV/ -- ,, 

does not apologise to me „ D0 i 0 ai 5e ? ” Tortillo de- 
“ And for what should 1 apologise 


manded. ^ e were looking at the 

Clara. "And fat f am 

not! Is that not so, senont;a • declared, and smiled 

" Of course she isn t at Ma Y and she is very 

haVe d0M i 


btana sim : _ .„ 

y °“ Fat she le is tl not? h TortiIlo admitted finally,- -feeling 
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handicapped because he was held down by Mary’s hand. 

“ But it is this way. Thees, she is the trouble. She is 
tell me there is not the wonderful ee-lec-treecity that 

Shortee have make last night, no ? " . * 

“ Pouf! No ee-lec-treecity there is 1 ” Clara contended 

stubbornly. 

Mary bumped their heads together. She jumped back. 
“ Kiss him, Clara ! Kiss her, Tortillo ! ” 

The men were laughing now. 

“ Idiots ! ” Mary cried as she saw the ludicrous pair 
sway into each other’s arms and kiss and kiss again. 

Clara did not remain long in the fervid embrace, how¬ 
ever. She broke away. 

“ Senor Sheriff! ” she cried as she hurried toward 
Benton. “ Is it that you have come to arrest this fine 
caballero for the murder ? He is not do the murder, I tell 
you ! I have hear that cabron, Tom Dundon, when he 
is tell thees Beeg Johnson for come over here pronto last 
night and murder thees Senor Garrett which Mary she 
is goin’ to marry, senor ! ” 

“Say, what’s this?" Benton demanded as he’saw 

the flush that came to Mary’s cheeks. “ What-" 

The girl caught Garrett's arm. She tried to appear 
unconcerned, with but little success. 

“ It's so, Sheriff,” Bob said. “ That's part of the 
reason her father is so dead set on getting me." 

“ Part of the reason, eh ? What's the rest of it, 
Garrett ? " 

Bob Garrett led the sheriff aside. In the interval 
Tortillo pat his skinny arm about Clara and hugged her 
hard. 

“ Ah ! ” He looked soulfully into her eyes. “ If the 
smart you will not be, another try I will give you, mi 


dulce corazon." 

Clara’s eyes grew smoky and tearful. A quiver came 
to her full red lips. 

“ You were the mistake, querido ,” she whispered. " I 
was not the smart at all. You were the mucho mistake, 
that is what was the matter. Very lonely I have been." 

“ Huh ! If that’s all there is to it, it ain’t so bad, 

[ Shorty remarked philosophically. He rolled the wrinkles 


n 




* 
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up and down his forehead, then looked solemnly at 
Mary. “ You and Bob goh}’ to fight thataway after you 
get hitched ? " 

Though she wanted to answer, Mary had to turn 
quickly to hide a rush of tears. Would she and Bob 
Garrett ever be married ? The sheriff had come to arrest 
Bob, and for murder. 

Benton was grim, keen of eyes when he came back 
and questioned Clara. She stuck to her story of having 
watched and listened while Mary s father had given Big 
Tohnson orders at the Double Arrow Cross ranch. 

“ Of course my father didn’t send Big Johnson here on 
a friendly visit like he told you ! ” Mary insisted. 1 hat 

is absolutely absurd, Sheriff! " 

“ It’s beginning to look that way, Benton admitted. 

“ Now let me finish with Clara, please.” „ T 

“ And thees, she is not all ! Clara cried J have 
heard that damn’ Tom Dundon say as how he will pay 
Beeg Johnson the hundred pesos oro when he has Del 

thees line caballero ! ” , . , 

When they searched the dead man s clothing i ‘ 

.found five double-eagles in a pocket ol us overalls. 

* “ Hah 1 And do you not see the truth I told . Clara 

demanded in triumph. “ Now ecf you will pardon me I 

shall start to clean up thees casa that lorullo has lelt s 
RUC : 0 p ou f the man do not know how to keep the casa . 

Tortillo slirugged and grinned at her by way of giving 

his consent Wliy Should he clean the house when she 

-w ^ ^ 

“Fitas Shorty toeit however, who explained about 

Wi ^But?hort^the^amnetUMDg worked Kke electricity,” 
he declared. 
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Before Shorty could reply Tortillo shrilled : 

“ There is where you are the mistake, Senor Sheriff! 
Thees Beeg Johnson, he was too heavy to go up in 
the sky and come down like el Indio del .fuego ! If 
you will but permit me to make the explain, Senor 
Sheriff-” 

“ Yeah, that’s how she was, Joe,” Shorty agreed 
solemnly. “ You see the only trouble was that Johnson 
was a little too heavy for the charge I had in ’er.” 

Clara had taken such complete charge of the house 
and was getting so much enjoyment out of cleaning it 
that she wept when told that she had to go to Magdalena 
as a witness. 

" But Senor Sheriff,” she protested, “thees fine caballero 
and Mary, they must have the housekeeper who is know 
how to cook what they like.” 

“ You’ll have to go,” said Benton. 

Clara’s wet eyes found no reprieve in Mary’s expression. 
She sighed, pursed her lips, reached her hands toward the 

girl. 

“ Ah, querida ! How wonderful it is to be in love you 
do not know ! " 

I know,” Mary corrected. “ I think I know very well, 1 
Clara.” 

Si, perhaps you do.” Clara wiped her eyes with a 
coiner of the gaudy apron, she had worn from the Double 
Arrow Cross ranch. “ But I do not want to go to town 
now that I have found my Tortillo.” 

Declaring that Tortillo would have to go along too, the 
sheriff turned. 

Garrett, he said, “ I’m going to do a strange thing. 

I m going to let you carry your pistol. You may need it. 

I don t know.” 

.... Thanks, Sheriff. I’ll feel more comfortable with it 
till I am in jail.” 

In jail! Mary whispered. Then she knew that she 
must endure the inevitable. s 

Bob, she said presently, “ if they find out what 
Uara knows they will kill her sure ! ” 

Hah 1 Vv hat do I hear ? ” demanded Tortillo. His 
Shamed and his lean, wrinkled face was almost 
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comical in its fierceness. “ If they try for keel mi 

esposa -” _ nii 

His right hand darted inside his shirt and flashed out 

with a long, shining knife. 


CHAPTER FOUR T E E N 


It was dark when the buckboard and the saddle-horses 
emerged from a ravine at the northerly side of the narrow 
valley in which Magdalena was located. From this point 
onward the road led along the westerly side of a small 
creek which in some stretches was thickly bordered with 
t rees —cottonwoods and willows, and these v.ere grown 

and tangled with briers. 1f 

Shorty, leading the way, grumbled to himself much of 

the time because he had to haul a dead desperado in the 

buckboard he had repaired. _ , 

" Helluva nota ! I wouldn’t mind totin lort and that 
mujer of hisn. I could learn from them. But bv gosh 1 
don’t cotton to drivin’ Big Johnson no place, even if he 
“is dead. I reckon it’s better'll if he was alive, at that. 

Gafrett and the sheriff rode some thirty yards behind 
the' buckboard. They were silent for the mos t pa£ 
though they had talked some- after they had kit th. 
ranch Mary had dropped back to talk with lortillo and 
Clara who had been keeping their horses close toget it 

in order that they might hold hands „ 

“ I am glad you have come, senorita, Claia ~aiu. 

^Un momenta, Tortillo ! ” Clara objected. “ It is 1 

who have the amigos in Magdalena. 

/ “ Hah ! I know Jos£ Martinez and lus woman. 

« c/ and Tuanita Martinez is my lilend. 

This budding quarrel was abruptly ended y a s 
from somewhere ahead. 

She whirled her horse as another shot sounded. Sh 
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saw the re,d flash of this one, then from four others. She 
could see the sheriff and Garrett as they sent their horses 
plunging down the bank into the dark creek. She could 
hear the clatter of stones, the grating of gravel under the 
hoofs of the horses as they floundered across the stream. 
She hit her horse with the spurs, but hauled it to a stop 
when she reached the approximate spot where Garrett 
and the sheriff had been when the shots had sounded. 

She could hear the animals breaking through the brush 
at the opposite side of the creek, dimly hear the rig that 
had stopped ahead of her. 

“ Shorty ! What was it ? " she panted. 

“ Burned if I know ! " he called back. “ Nobody took 
a shot at me, as I recollect." 

Ahead of them the sheriff and Bob Garrett could hear 
noises as if made by a frantically running man. They 
spurred after these noises, but branches slapped their 
faces, and briers slowed the legs of their horses. They 
broke into the dark open as the drum of hoofs sounded 

ahead. “ There goes the-now ! " barked the sheriff. 

“ Give it to him, Garrett! Give it to him ! " 

Benton himself was shooting before he had finished 
giving his order. Garrett was firing the next moment. 
1 heir target disappeared into a gullcy that cut in from 
the north-east, i hey could not see him go, but could 
hear him. 

Shall we go after him ? " Garrett demanded as he 
began to ram fresh shells into his Colt. 

“ Best not,” Benton returned reluctantly. " We’d never 
find him in the dark, and maybe that’s just what he 
"ants is to lure us off there so he can get in above us and 
shoot at us.” 

\es, that’s right,” Bob admitted, though he did not 
like the idea of giving up the chase. 

Ihey peered into the darkness ahead, but neither saw 
nor heard the fleeing bushwhacker again. 

“ Bid you hear the bullets, Garrett ? ” 

I heard what I thought was one,” Bob returned, 
but 1 can t be sure. Sheriff, whoever that was, he 
vasn t twenty-five feet from me when he fired that 



" Yeah, so you recognised it as a rifle did you ? 

“ No doubt about that,” Garrett said calmly. 

' silently across the tickets, but 

Cto at * 
r want 10 

V °‘‘ No, T reckon he wertS'from here too fast for 
anybody to see who he was, Mary^ wanted to 

kn ;r" Do °you Suppose it was somebody trying to 

an& to arrest a ,ood many 

ssis rLrxr 

■V,«at*£jW <*"«■ - M I —« 

catch Garrett’s hand. 

“ Oh, Bob, I m so glad <( could have winged 

“ I’m not,” he corrected. l "/_ n „ 

• that fellow at least, whocv-i ^ we re not hurt, she 

“ Oh but I mean I m g iaQ > ul ‘ „ 

* protested. “ And S h ^^ A ;! ” shrilled Tortillo, 
“ And all of you I am tclmv darkness “ If anybody 
as his knife flashed through th 6 Mr heart will I 

»^i7^1eeile pieces so the pharos 

may eat it ! ” 


88 RED SHIRT 

" Nobody is going to hurt your beloved Clara/' Mary 
told him. “ It wasn't her they were after." 

" Don’t you be too sure about that, Mary,” the sheriff 
advised. The next moment Tortillo was brandishing the 
knife again. # _ Sf 

“St, si!" he shouted. "And where is el diablo who 
would harm mi esposa ? Where is he ? Him will I carve 
to the leetle bits with this cuchillo ! " 

It took several minutes for them to convince Garrett's 
cook that Clara had not been harmed and that it was not 
likely that she would be.- More minutes were used up 
in a discussion as to who the would-be killer had been. 

During these minutes the team—a span of old horses 
Bob Barrett had bought with the ranch—was jogging 
down the road as if it had lost its driver, dragging the 
buckboard in which lay all that remained of Big Johnson. 

“ Well, folks, let's be goin'," the sheriff said finally. 

“ I want to get to town to see if we can find anything out 
about this shootin’ when we get there." 

Shorty ambled down the road, dust rising from under 
his high-heeled boots. When he stopped nobody saw the 
big wrinkles roll up and down his forehead, and nobody > 
saw his very wide eyes. " Say, it ain't here ! " he swore. 

" It ain’t here a-tall! ” 

w What isn’t there?" demanded Mary. She had 
decided that she would keep close to Garrett for the 
remainder of the ride in order that she might shield him 
with her own body if she could. 

“ Why that son-of-a-gun of a horse-thief!" growled 
Shorty. “ That damned son-of-a-gun ! Even after he’s 
dead lie can’t keep from bein’ a horse-thief! " 

“ Hey ! Where is thees damn’ horse-thief ? ” shrilled 
the excitable Tortillo. " Breeng him to me and-" 

Shorty made them understand that his rig was gone, 
and that he had left it here. 

“ And Big Johnson was in it, too ! " Mary gasped. 
Shorty, he’ll—” . 6 * 

" Naw, lie won’t fall out a-tall," Shorty corrected. 

" hy, that damned horse-thief! He was playin' possum 
all the time, and lie comes back to life and steals them 
horses ! Of all the-” 
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Tortillo forgot his murderous desire, forgot even Clara 
of yours and could burn heem up Uke d India del Jucg , 

,n °“ ? By gosh,that £**$*£* 'SfiNF' 

sh fflfSii «hf ai»b .p — 

who was on a good horse- » Sh . t objected. 

-t -—- 

r0 Cto'^gkd;apparently not displeased, but her newly 

found spouse did n °t glggl ,Xortillo exploded. " With 
you and herein the^baclTof the same horse, the horse will 

, Sjabout teing fat a right now before you start 1 We ve 

" had enough of it! , Shortv " 1*11 ride behind 

P " Well, aw right/’ acceptedS™^ He , s about M 

r°sp^e‘as V a°piec«cantle Tortillo 

When the cowboy ^as on 
W “ n Eef : you teeckle, Shortee, be v -y careful. Thees 

1 cuJllo Jmtae. ^e is [/^£ 0 vlczr , 

Shorty put his lip agams. tnc heart) n0 ? ” 

; :: i "- d “* “ 
“Ah, mi esposa ! ” 




CHAPTER fifteen 


■ the westerly end oMhe P^^^rts whose gaudi- 
ira ordered a halt. ^e demounted. She took 

back of the saddle cantle. 
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" Get off! ” Shorty commanded. He ran the ends of 
his fingers along Tortillo’s slatty ribs and the cook 
alighted in a hurry. 

“ Caramba, Shortee ! That you should not do ! I am 
the teecklish, no ? " >> 

" Aw, I just wanted that saddle, Tort. I’ve rode long 
enough back of a strip of rawhide. Be sure you take good 
care of Clara, hombre.” 

“ Hah ! That I will not do if she is the smart! ” 
retorted the happy Tortillo. 

“ Smart ! ” Clara exploded, and was ready for another 
quarrel. " Smart I never was, I tell you, you loco hombre, 
or I would not have let the padre marry me to you ! ” 
u Now stop it ! Mary commanded, ready for tears. 

“ Here it is almost like your honeymoon, and you two 

act like a cat and dog spitting and growling at each 
other.” 

With his skinny arm about her waist Tortillo allowed 
her to carry the bundle, and they disappeared in the 
direction of the abode where the Martinez family lived. 

Mary was glad they were gone. She wanted to think 
about what lay ahead. Would her father be in town ? * 
There would be trouble if he was. 

“ Bob , have you still got your pistol ? ” she asked. 

" Still have it, Mary.” 

The only light was from the business establishments 
still open. In the area of dim light a group of men and 
a team could be seen in front of the hotel. 

“ Say, there's that durned horse-thief! ” Shorty de¬ 
clared. “ He comes straight to town ! ” 

“ Shorty, you shouldn’t talk that way about a dead 
man, Mary adjured. 

The cowboy turned in his saddle to look at her. 

, Scflori ta, ain’t you forgettin’ somethin’ ? ” he asked, 
and answered his own question. ” If it hadn’t been for - 

tnat there dynamo of mine, some other mail’d be drivin’ 
that there rig. 

Mary could not speak. Yes, if it had not been for 
s suspicions of her own father, and for the covt- 

i-n°tniT ge ? Ult Z’, pe [ ha P? Bob Garrett would be the corpse 
in the back of the buckboard. ^ 
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“ Keep your chin up, honey,” Bob advised. He reached 

out and touched her arm. . . , TK . 

” I’ll try, Bob ! But I am so worried about you. i nat 

shot back there at the creek—” . 

, They stopped in the nm of the light in front of the 

*hotel. Shorty, ahead, could see the buckboard fully over 

the heads of the men surrounding it. 

1 » Son-of-a-gun’s still there ! ” he muttered. 

Mary did not care whether the remains of Big Johnson 
were in or out of the buckboard. She had caught sight of 
her father. He stood in the brightest of the light in Iron 

of the open doorway of the hotel. , * ere 

His thick legs were braced wide and his hands \u 
rammed into the pockets of his overalls. He wore ie 
soiled and threadbafc vest he habitually wore His old 
hat was drawn down over his eyes, but the girl did not 
need to see those eyes to know there was no kindness 

““carretf, "watch your step here,” he,said in a 

l0 " Thanks, Sheriff/; Bob did not^urn^ tod. ^ „ 

They°are from the ranch ! They are 
bad ! , •, f 1 then turned to loosen 

«•. i.) ■ «ob 

asked softly. 

Yes.” » 

Don't let him scare you, Mary. 




<< 
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" He won't scare me! ” She pressed her pale lips 
together. “ Shall I see you later, Bob ? ” It was not the 
thought that he must go to jail that made her want to 
burst into tears and to fling her arms about him to protect 
him. There was death here all around him ! ^ 

“ He’ll see you again, Mary,” spoke up the sheriff, and 
a little of her fear left her. 

Though he had not missed the approach of the four 
riders, Dundon did not lift his head for perhaps a half- 
minute after they had stopped their horses. Mary could 
see his face better now. It was grim and unshaven and 
mean. She saw him press his lips hard together. 

“ That him ? " the man beside him asked cautiously. 

Dundon’s Ups moved but the pale girl could not hear 
what he said. “ Hey, Shorty ! " someone called. “ You 
lose a dead man ? ” \ 

“ Yeah, I lost him,” said Shorty, who was wondering 
just how soon he would have to kill Tom Dundon. The 
sheriff ordered him to take Johnson’s body to Dr. Laskey. 

“ Aw, a sawbones can’t do him no good now,” Shorty 
objected. He wanted to stay here and see what would 
happen. ^ 

“Take him just the same,” Benton said. ‘‘There’ll 
have to be an inquest.” 

For a long moment Mary Dundon met her father’s 
gaze directly. She dismounted, handing the bridle reins 
to Garrett. 

“ I’ll get a room here,” she whispered. “ If you don’t 
have to go to jail too soon-” > 

Men spoke to her kindly, made way for her. She could 
not answer them. She was within a few feet of her 
father now. What would he say ? Would his hand shoot 
out and grasp her. To her surprise he did not seem to 
have seen her, though she knew this was not the case. 
She caught a freer breath and hurried on with her bundle 
under her trembling left arm. As she passed him she heard 
Dundon growl to the sheriff: 

“ Well, I cce you fetched in that feller ! ” 

“ Yes, I got him,” answered the sheriff. Then in a 
softer tone he said. “ Come along with me, Garrett. Best 
get on the other side.” 
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Mary stopped in the middle of the hotel office as she 
realised she had not seen Hinck. mere was be ? Had 
he come in from the ranch ? Why should he not be here, 

when all the others had come ? 

> “ Why, howdy, Mary,” said Lem Smith, who was the 

owner of the hotel. ” You just show up? 

“ I just got here," the girl replied. Have you a room 
for me ? I'd like to go right up.’ Her one ^poitant 
thought just now was that she must place a locked d 

between her and her father. toward 

Lem, lean and middle-aged and kind, held a key toward 

her across the counter. 

"Y^I’atr^eSered, and grabbed the key 
from his fingers. Should she 

^SS^K^enton, she said, 

St ^ Heardtoe went out after him,” Smith said, knowing 
UrotWng aVaU of the girl’s love and her fear. Too 

d “™Y d yes 1 " K t^ed^Then she was running up 

the stairs to her room t hem their 

Lem never escorted his n f int0 the wrong 

keys and it was not his fault u mey ^ 

rooms. h of i 10t , sticky air. 

. Mary opened a door, a reso lutclv closed the 
Oh, why wasn’t to lj found'the sulphur 

door, locked it She felt n a ^ ut 1 bl A s she watched 
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to a ray of hope because Bob was a prisoner and in the 
custody of the sheriff. Nobody doubted Joe Benton’s 
courage, and more than once he had proved his speed and 
ability in the handling of a six-shooter. 

If a shot sounded she would die ! But no, she must not^ 
think such thoughts. If a shot sounded she would burst 
open the door and rush to Bob’s aid. 

“ As long as he has to go to jail, I just hope the sheriff 
gets him there before anything can happen 1 ” 

At the time Mary dropped to the edge of the bed the 
sheriff and Bob were turning their horses in at the broad 
doorway of the livery stable. 

“ Want to ask Link Hall a few questions before we do 
anything else,” said Benton. 

6arrett did not comment. He wanted to ask a lot of 
people more than a few questions. 

It was a big barn and unpainted. The middle section 
of its front third was floored with heavy planks. Behind 
this was a double row of stalls placed in such arrange¬ 
ment that the stabled horses faced one another. Its 
plan gave it two entrances from the rear, one behind v 
each row of stalls. The front portion was lighted by a 
large and very dusty hanging lamp with a wide and dusty 
reflector that reflected very little of the light. 

“ Why, howdy, Joe,” Hall said in surprise as the two 
horses stopped. “ What you doin' in my barn ? Havin’ 
yours cleaned ? ” 

Benton and Garrett dismounted at the same time. 
Bob half-turned to see the broad doorway and the dark¬ 
ness beyond, and kept his right arm tensed to be ready 
to grab his six-shooter. 

“ Just rode in for a little information, Link,” said the 
sheriff. “ Has anybody taken- a horse and left here— 
say inside the last half-hour ? ” 

“ Why, lemme see.” The liveryman screwed up his 
features. “ All them hellions from the Double Arrer 
Cross are here. I’ll take a look at their bosses.” 

Before Hall could return with the news that a horse 
was missing there was the noise of an animal approaching 
the right of the two rear entrances. 
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“ Maybe he’s a-comin’ in now,” Hall said as he stamped 
manure from his boots on the plank floor. 

Bob Garrett turned, moved back until he was against 
the wall of a storeroom. He had to be watchful of all 
<t-hree entrances. The sheriff, too, was alert. 

."Gus Hinck,” the latter muttered as a bay horse 

stamped on to the planking. 

Garrett took notice of horse and man. Hinck was a 
stocky fellow and he was clinging to the horn of Ins 
saddle. His shirt front was wet with fresh blood ^ 

“ My Gawd, what’s the matter with Gus ? Hall 

croaked. . , , 

A spasm of something-hate or pain perhaps-went 

'across the face of the injured man His mouth opened 

and a stream of blood gushed from it. He pitched to the 

left and hit the floor on his face. The horse snorted and 

shied in the other direction. Bob could not suppicss a 

gasp of horror and amazement, though his grim vigilance 

< * U "There’s the hombre that tried to get you back there 

in the creek, Garrett,” said the sheriff. 

» Still watching the three doors as best he could, Bob 

walked to where he could look down a the de * d 
He nodded. "Yes. One of us hit him Sheriff. Hie bullet 

went into his back. Damned if I see how he managed to 

rid -‘ Lfcly r he h wl h after a doctor ” returned Benton. 
" Most cowards think of a doctor when they get hit. 
"Say what's this all about ? ” Hall demanded as he 

began to get back his wits. . 

Sheriff Benton explained very briefly. 

" Well I'll be dnrned ! ” muttered the stableman. 

T j n e’ i d on 't want the town to know about this for a 
while " Benton ordered. " We'll take Hinck in here.' 
v Garrett and the liveryman earned the body into the 

storeroom and laid it on the floor. T • i » p 

" Wash the blood off the floor out there, Link, the 

sheriff directed. He pointed to a large spot of crimson 

where the Double Arrow Cross rider had hit the planks 

The sheriff beckoned and Bob accompanied him to the 

front doorway. 
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" Go up and talk to Mary for a while, Bob,” Benton 
ordered. “ I want to find Doc Laskey and tell him what 
to do with Johnson and Hinch. I'd advise you to take 

the back way.” , TT ... 

Bob Garrett looked steadily at the officer. He smiledf 

crookedly. „ 

" Sheriff, I have never yet taken the back way. 

" Then keep your eyes peeled plenty,” said Benton. 

“ Is that pistol loaded ? ” 

Garrett drew the long-barrelled forty-four, turned it 
till the light shone on the ends of the cylinder. He shoved 
it back in his holster. 

“ Yes, it's loaded, Sheriff.” 

“ Then keep your eyes peeled, man. I’ll be oyer as 
soon as I can talk with Doc Laskey.” Benton hesitated. 
He smiled a little doubtfully. “ Want me to tend to that 
other business, too ? You know, that business we talked 
about while Mary was ridin’ back with the Mexes ? ” 

” I wish you would, Sheriff.” 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 11 

♦ » 4 4 4 4 4 4 ♦ « 444444 »*- 4 - 

Sheriff Bi-nton slanted across the street and dis¬ 
appeared into the darkness. Bob Garrett moved from 
the stable, looked up the street. He measured the approxi¬ 
mate distance to the hotel, about seventy yards. Shorty 
had driven away with his gruesome load and the crowd 
in front of the hotel was thinning and scattering. 

Between stable and hotel there was but one area of 
light, that from a saloon. In this light stood three men 
Mary had said were her father’s cowboys. Had they 
placed themselves there purposely or by accident ? 

Bob thought by accident, though it was strange that 
they had not joined the crowd in front of the hotel. The 
death of Hinck had made him realise how much his own 
life was wanted here. Hinck had been a Double Arrow 
Cross rider. The three men half-way to the hotel were 
Dundon men, too. 

As Garrett neared the outer rim of light from the 
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windows of the Sidewinder saloon two of the men blocked 


his way. 

' He stopped abruptly, for he knew that this was to 
provoke a tight. He looked at the two men who were 
grinning malevolently. One of them was as tall as himself 
and of about the same build. He was Haines, and he wore 
two heavy pistols. The other was Curtis, lean, shorter 
than Haines, but sinister and with a face that wore a 

sneer of contempt. TT 

Garrett's pistol was holstered at his left side. He kepi 

his right arm stiff but tensed to flash to the left. As he 
looked at the two, speculating on which he would shoot 
first, if he must shoot, he thought he detected inquiry 

and even surprise on their faces. 

He saw the third man dearly in the background. 1 hat 
man was tall and lean and red. The light that shone on 
the left side of his head showed that his hair was greying 


at the temple. . ' . . ,. . . 

“ Hey there," drawled Haines, why am t you in jail, 

* “ Yeah, and how come you ain’t dead ? sneered 
Curtis, and now Garrett, had no doubt that he had been 
the intended target for Iiinck’s bullets in the dark. ^ 
Haines's head was thrust forward and his knees were 
half bent. He grabbed a gun but eased it only part way 
from its holster. Curtis’s hand flashed to the butt of his 
right six-shooter. Bob’s right hand was moving when 

the third man spoke : 

“ Quit it, you fellers ! " , ,, ,, , 

Haines and Curtis whirled as if they had been prodded 

with the brads in the ends of goad-sticks. 

“ What the hell's this to you ? Haines sneered 
" Yeah " Curtis snarled, “ how you set in this . 

« Quit it! " reiterated McGraw. " That is unless you 
4 W 0 are lookin’ for a heap more trouble than that feller 

C “ fUdomy best to give them plenty,” Bob declared. 
What might have been a smile softened McGraw s hard 



Howdy, kid,” he said 

Hello, Red," returned Garrett. 
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Haines and Curtis looked bewildered. They backed 
against the wall of the saloon. As Garrett started for¬ 
ward McGraw lifted his left hand, his right still hovering 
close to a pistol. 

“ Kid, how come you ain't in the jusgacio ? ” he asked. 

Garrett replied that he was going to jail as soon as he 
had tended to a little business. He felt the keenness of 
McGraw's slitted blue eyes. \ 

“ That’s all right, kid,” McGraw drawled. “ Best tend 
to it and then get into the jusgado. Now rattle your £ 

i ” / * 


•i 


hocks! 

At this order Garrett hesitated, paled with resentment. 
Rattle your hocks ! ” McGraw snapped. “ Do it 

i ” 


< < 


now 


“ Thanks, Red,” Garrett agreed, and strode on. Before 
lie had covered half the remaining distance to the hotel 
Curtis and Haines were glaring at their companion. 

“ Do 3 r ou know that feller, Red ? ” 

“ Yeah, damn you, hornin’ into our play like that, 
what you mean ? You talked like you’d knowed that 
feller before.” 

Red McGraw chuckled if he had never held a* 
murderous desire in his hard brain. 

” Hell, I don’t know him, boys. I was just bluffin’ 
and so was lie.” 


“ But bow’d lie know you was called Red ? ” Haines 
demanded. 

McGraw laughed. 

“ Hell, he wouldn’t call me Blue or Green, would he ? ” 

“ Naw ! ” sneered Curtis, and tried to hide his thwarted 
rage. Haines had his lips pressed tight together and was 
shaking his head. All traces of mirth swept from McGraw’s 
reddish, hard face. 

“And don’t call me Yaller! ” he advised. “Be 
damned sure you don’t call me Yaller, boys ! ” 

Hard-bitten though McGraw was—and they had seen 
him kill two Mexicans—they had never fully understood 
him. The} 7 understood him less now. They were all 
aware that Hinck had been sent out to dry-gulch Garrett. 
They could have killed him here, and easily. Few ques¬ 
tions would have been asked. 
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" Say, the old man will be mad as hell about this,” 
Plaines reminded. 

“ He’s sore all the time,” McGraw corrected. ‘ Let s 
go in and lift a few.” He pushed through the swinging 
doors of the saloon. Haines and Curtis followed when 
they had seen Garrett turn into the hotel. 

Dundon stood about the middle of the lobby, head 
down. He jerked out of what seemed a sinister study as 
he saw that a tall young man had come in. Garrett 
stopped, and for half a minute the men looked at each 
other coolly and unflinchingly. Then Garrett pushed 
past andstopped at the counter. 

“ Howdy, Mr. Garrett,” said the hotel owner. 

" How are you, Mr. Smith ? ” Garrett returned. 

As they shook hands Bob leaned forward and asked 
softly what room Mary Dundon had taken. Lem told 
it quickly, for he had as much love for Mary’s father as 
he had for a rattlesnake. 

Garrett had put a boot on the fourth step when he 

heard quick, heavy steps behind him. 

u Here, you sneakin' - n Dundon roared. You 

v come back down here ! ” x , . . ' 

Garrett turned and saw Dundon at the foot of the 


‘^Were you talking to me ?” he demanded. 

“ Yes, I was talkin’ to you ! ” Dundon growled with 

an oath.’ “ You come back down here, you-! ” 

Garrett stiffened his right arm but kept the hand away 
from his pistol. Only the thought that Mary was up¬ 
stairs kept him from pumping six bullets into the breast 

of this man. * , . ... 

" Ask me that again, Dundon, and when you do it, 

leave out the profanity.” , . ,. , 

» you go to hell! ” Dundon thrust his big, shaggy 

head closer. _ j » 

Again the men looked coolly at each other. Dundon s 

face was hard and venomous but Bob thought there was 

bewilderment in it. „ . „ ~ j 

. “ Well, are you goin’ up to see Mary ? Dundon 

growled. 

" Yes, I am. And you stay down ! 
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" Like hell I will! ” Dundon raised his dusty right boot 
to put it on the first step. He placed it back on the floor. 

‘ My Gawd, you ain't goin’ up to see Mary less I go 

along ! ” he swore. 

“I’m going up to see Mary and you are not going ^ 
along, Dundon.” Bob turned and resumed his quick 
wav upstairs. 

Dundon looked after him, lifted a foot to follow, then 
whirled and stamped towards the dark street. 

“ Say, Tom,” Lem Smith called, " is Garrett a friend of 

Mary’s ? ” / 

“No, he ain’t ! I ain’t got time to talk to’you now. 

Smith \ I got to find out why he ain't in jail, damn him ! ” 

Mary heard footsteps coming along the hall towards her 
door. She felt the key in her hand where she had pressed 

it so hard that it had left its print. 

“ Oh, is it my father ? ” she whispered. -Then there was 
a little hope in her eyes. “ No, that isn’t his step.” She 
held her breath. 

“ Are you there, Mary ? ” the man outside asked. 

“ Oh, yes ! ” she cried. “ How-” V 

“ Let me in, Mary.” 

Her hand shook so that it was hard to unlock the door. 
“Oh, just a minute, Bob ! I don’t know what makes me 
so nervous.” 

She backed away as the door opened. 

“ But—but why are you here, Bob ? I thought-” 

Garrett swept an arm about her, felt backward with the 
other hand until he found the key. He turned it. 

“ Come and sit down on the bed,” she whispered. 

“ Bob, I am so glad you are here ! But how does it 
happen that you are not in jail ? Did you see my father ? 
Did you ? ” 

They sat down and he pressed her close. She snuggled ^ 
her dark head against the curve of his neck, and sighed. 

” Do you know this is the first time I have felt safe 
since yesterday there on the mesa ? ” she asked. She 
laughed a little hysterically. ‘‘And there I was almost, 
killed because you had on that awful red shirt when I 
was riding that fool horse.” 




There were intervals during which she fired quick 
questions, and intervals of complete silence. Bob did 
not tell her of Hinck’s death or of the meeting with the 
three Double Arrow Cross riders in front of the saloon. 
She might learn of them later, but if she did not she 
* would be none the worse off. 

She lifted a happy face. • , . . 

“ Bob, you still haven’t told me why you aren t in jail. 

You were arrested." 

“ Sheriff Benton told me I might come to see you first, 
h °-He did ? Oh, Bob, I’m glad! He’s a good sheriff, 

1Sn,,t Best I ever met,” he said, and kissed her. She 

wrapped frantic, loving arms about his neck. 

“Oh, Bob, I can’t let you go ! This is really the first 

time in all my life I have felt secure. If I let you go 
now I don’t know what will happen to you ! 

“ Or to yourself ? ” 

“ Yes, to me, too.’’ . 

Thev were unconscious of the passing of precious time 

until they heard steps in the hall Mary sprang to her 

feet paled. The steps stopped outside the door. 

“ Oh Bob * It’s my father and his killers. she 
whispered, and her white teeth showed in an angry snarl 
“ If you-if you don’t kill all of them I won t marry you ! 

1 She wondered why he had a smile on his face, wondered 
why he had not grabbed for his pistol. 

“ I don’t believe there’s any cause for gun-play, honey. 

She shook her dark head. , „ , 

“ What’s the matter ? ’’ she demanded.^ Did—did you 

and my father make up ? Oh, Bob no ! ’ 

Instead of answering, he turned the key and drew open 
the door. Mary gasped and backed-up until she struck the 
y edge of the bed. She sat down, still staring. 

Eli Hartle and the sheriff and then Lem .Smith came 
in All were grinning sheepishly while at the same time 
they tried to give the impression that they were on 
serious business. Bob Garrett closed the door. Mary 
thought she heard the key grate in the lock again. 
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She jumped to her feet. What terrible thing had 
happened now ? What was it these men had come to tell 
her about ? She heard EH Hartle talking as he stroked 
his whiskers judicially. 

She groped to find Bob’s hand, held it tight. She felt 
the wet on her lashes, saw the tears. She heard Bob 
say : “ I do.” 

She fought to keep strength in her shaking knees to 
Hsten. The old justice of the peace went on : 

" Woman, do you take this man to be your lawfully 
wedded husband, for better or for worse, in sickness and 
in health, until death does you part ? ' 

“ I—I do ! ” she said, and to her her own voice was 
like the clang of bells. Then the sound of the bells was 
fading in the distance. “ Until death does us part,” she 
murmured. 

Then she was in Bob Garrett's arms. 

“ I am your wife ! ” she whispered. “ You are my 
husband. Let me kiss you as your wife should ! ” 

“ Huh ! Let’s get to hell out of here ! ” Eli Hartle 
snorted. He blew his nose violently as he opened the 
door and was followed by the sheriff and the hotel man.!? 

“ Joe, you can't put him in jail after this,” Smith said 
in the dark hall. 

“ I’ve got to, Lem,” declared the sheriff, and blew his 
own nose. “ I’ll give them ten minutes.” 

" Aw, make it fifteen, Joe,” Hartle snorted and snorted 
again as if he were having difficulty in breathing. “ I’m 
goin' to hold his preliminary examination, and by gosh 
I’ll see he gets a fair and impartial hearin’ 1 Anybody 
got a flask ? ” 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 

The arrival of Clara and Tortillo at the Martinez home 
was the cause of consternation, then wild excitement. 
Here was a family of numbers. Besides himself and his 
esposa there w r cre Jose’s father and Juanita’s mother, 
there were eight Martinez children ranging in age from 
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five to fifteen years. Usually there were a few aunts and 
uncles and cousins visiting. 'Within a few minutes 
neighbours arrived to hear the truth of the rumour that 
Clara had discovered a husband. They had not even 
^ known she was married. 

Tortillo told shrilly and repeatedly how he, cook at the 
rancho of Senor Garrett, had been a witness to the 
marvellous manner in which Big Johnson had been dis¬ 
covered before he could kill Senor Garrett. 

Not to be outdone, Clara had to tell how she, cook at 
the Double Arrow Cross, had heard Dundon tell Big 
Johnson to ride to the old Grouse ranch and kill Senor 
Garrett. And he had paid him a hundred pesos for the 
job! 

Soon this news was spreading. It was not right that 
Senor Garrett should be arrested when he had escaped 
the bullets of a man who had tried to kill him. Caramba l 
This was a strange kind of law ! 

Ckira's story went from adode to adode, losing nothing 
on the way. It travelled to the main street, still enlarging. 
Little more than an hour after the sheriff and the others 
«xjiad reached town Dundon heard it. At first he was 
shocked into fright. This swiftly passed and he realised 
what he had to do. If Clara told what she knew in court- 
well, then Garrett would have to be killed. Seeing him 
sent to prison w'ould not suffice. Dundon stood with 
head bent, muttering curses on his bad luck. He found 
some of his men, called Flagler aside. 

Flagler was big and ugly and pugnacious. His reputa¬ 
tion as bad man, according to himself, was very great. 
Actually he was not as bad as he boasted to be, but was 
nevertheless vicious and savage, and more than ready to 
do anything Dundon ordered. 

Dundon, believing that such men as he hired would be ^ 
Reticent about talking over his affairs, told what he had 

^“Vou know where that Martinez outfit lives, Flag ? ” 

“ Don't know', but I can sure find out,” Flagler sw-ore. 

“ This here ain’t a big town.” 

' “ Then find that woman ! ” Dundon ordered. “ You 
savvy what to do with her when you find her.” 
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Sheriff Benton had locked up many prisoners, but 
never more unwillingly than he jailed Bob Garrett. He 
sat at his scarred desk thinking about what he had done 
and what he might have to do to-morrow. 

“ Hell of a note to have to put a man in jail just after s 
he gets married,” he grumbled, and thought of his own 
marriage many years ago. “ But I reckon he’s safer back 
there than he would be with Mary.” 

He had reached this conclusion when a figure darted 
into the open doorway, stopped. 

“ Why, hello, Tortillo,” said the sheriff, glad of a 
diversion. Then he wondered whether he were glad. 
Tortillo’s wiry body trembled and there was a wild look 
on his swarthy face. He flashed a knife. It shone in the 
lamplight. It seemed to have a reddish glint to it. 

“ Senor Sheriff,” the Mexican said as steadily as he 
could, “ I have jus' keel the man!” 

He came in closer, closed the door. 

“ Thees sahn-of-beech ! ” he hissed. “ Thees cabron ! 
Thees perro I ” 

He laid the blood-stained knife before Benton. 

” You have killed a man ? ” the sheriff demanded V 
calmly. “ Who did you kill, Tortillo ? ” 

“ She is thees way, Senor Sheriff! She is the mal 
beesiness, but sorry I am not I He is come-” 

“ fell me who you killed ! ” 

"Si, si!" cried Tortillo. “Thees Flagler from the 
Double Arrow Cross you know', no ? ” 

Benton replied that he knew Butch Flagler. 

“ You killed him, Tort ? Say, Flagler is a mal liombre 
accordin’ to what I’ve heard.” 

“ The mal liombre he was, senor ! The mal hombre 
he is not now, no mas ! He is what you call it—the buen 
Indio, no ? ” 

He explained that Flagler had appeared at the Martinez N 
home and had asked for Clara. 

“ And Senor Sheriff, thees Clara, she is my esposa. Is 
it not the duty of me to And out the meaning of a man 
who asks for her at night ? ” 

The sheriff nodded. 

“ Go* on, Tort.” 
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As lie listened Benton folded back one, then two, then 

three fingers. lf 

“ That many of Dundon's killers gone, he told himself 

" What is it, Sefior Sheriff, what is it you have say ? 

S °™Never' mind, Tortillo, I was just talkin' to myself. 

Gb on with your story.” „ 

" And I am go to thees door, in Jose s house, no the 

Mexican was becoming more excited. It is like tie 

respectable man with the respectable esposa should go 

vou sabe. And when I see thees dam Flagler there and 

he tell me he is want to see my Clara, and he call her the 

mal names —Mcidre dc Dios! 

■ svrJni'et 

X ^am a steeck him ! I am steeck him in bees damn’ 

H which is what he have come to him, no ? 

Mexican what he had done was as honour- 

able as it was elemental. He was a good man. He had a 
eood wife. He had protected her in the only way he knew 
S Sheriff Benton wondered what would occur next. H 
was thinking again that the best place for Bob Garrett 

Cbnuld eo to the Martinez place and ask for your wife ? 
Tortillo looked puzzled for a moment, then his eyes 

^“weefTck heem 1 " he snarled. " That I weel do 

fd with 

Of his emotions Tortillo deridedthat perhaps he had not 
1 • much as he should have, 

eX fi lhees way the ees, seiior. Thees Flagler, he is not 
for want to see Clara because she is hees kind of woman ! 

D °TLt/’ k sSdthe sheriff kindly. "Clara's all right, 

T °'\si H I But thees Flagler, he is not all right! And 
he is want Clara because he is sabe what she know about 
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that Beeg Johnson ! I have see it in hees eyes when he is 
swear at me and tell me to make her come out 1 He is 
have his hand on his beeg pistoles, too, Senor Sheriff! " 

Benton said that he could understand why Flagler 
had gone. Tortillo swelled out his slatty chest and put > 
a hand over his thumping heart, the same hand that had 1r 
driven the long blade' of the knife through Flagler’s heart 
a few minute before. 

“ Ah, muchas gracias, senor ! ” he said, and bowed pro¬ 
foundly. “ Eet ees very glad I am that you are know 
Clara is the fine and good woman ! " 

Tortillo was amazed when told that he was not to be 
arrested. 

“ But Senor Sheriff! I have keel heem, and I have 
come like the honest hombre to geeve myself up ! ” 

Tears came to Tortillo’s eyes. Now he could hurry back 
and go on protecting Clara. Then he remembered some¬ 
thing. He had to protect the^man for whom he worked, 
too. 

“ But el caballero, el Senor Garrett,” he protested, “ if 
he is in the jusgado you mus’ put me in and let me have 
the cuchillo so that no harm will come to him ! ” v 

“ I’ll tell Garrett about this,” Benton said. " He’ll be 
all right without you, I reckon, Tort.” 

When the sheriff returned he found Tortillo rubbing 
the blade of his knife vigorously on the tattered hem of 
a trouser leg. “ Thecs blood, she is the no good now,” 
TortiLlo explained, “ as to the jusgado I do not go.” 

When he and the little Mexican reached the Martinez 
adode the sheriff found two score of men and women and 
children, all silent now and tense-laced with awe and fear 
and suppressed excitement. Not one would confess that 
she or he had seen or heard Tortillo kill the Double Arrow 
Cross man. 

Brnton knew it would be difficult to convict Tortillo on 
such evidence as would be offered were he brought to 
trial. He wasted little thought on the prospect of a trial, 
for as a matter of fact he did not want Tortillo convicted. 
Tortillo .had merely struck first. If he had not perhaps 
he himself would have been killed, and it was almost 
certain that he would have lost his newly found esposa. , 
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Clara, though much taller and heavier than Tortillo, 
clung to his arm. 

“ Ah, such bc-eg hombre, such the brave hombre you 
are, mt Tortillo ! ” she whispered. “ But I am so scare ! " 
" Bali! You have not the theeng to be scare of! ” he 
assured her. “ El sheriff, he is the gran caballero, and that 
hombre I keel, he was the damn' cabron ! ” 

' Benton found cause for gratitude in the fact that the 
Martinez home was on the outskirts of the town, loo, 
there was'news the Mexicans would carry and news they 
would not carry. He selected five men and told them to 
stay in the casa, then shooed all the other men and the 
women and children out and closed the door. 

There were six pairs of incredulous, then glistening eyes 
as Tortillo and the five other men heard what the sheriff 
said He told them lie wanted the body of Flagler earned 
to the corral back of the livery stable and left there. 

“ And when you have done that, he said in Spanish, 
« y ou poke your head in at my office door and say Buenos 

nocheSi tortillo. Sabc ? , , ~ <. , u« 

“ Thees, she is all I am to say ? asked Tortillo. 

“ Yeah, that’ll be enough, I reckon, replied the 

sheriff. Just say it and git." 

Arriving again at his office, Benton found his chief 
deputy there Bill Huntley was a long and lanky fellow 
with a droll face. He had just returned from a ranch 
twenty miles to southward where an outbreak of cattle¬ 
stealing had been reported. He had been gone for three 

da -WeU Joe," he said, “ I hear you've been havin’ a 
little excitement round here. Just my luck to be out on 
a wild-goose chase when all that was happemn on the 
c \r\e of the range. Look at what I missed. 

” Maybe the excifement isn't all over yet, Bill," the 

sheriff said quietly. ^ 

“ What you mean ? 

f I Tus S t h< thatfi™eckon, BiU. Have you heard aU about 

what happened out at Dollar Creek ? . „ 

-i've heard plenty, but I don't know how tnie it 1 
said the deputy. " I'd admire to hear your version of it. 
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Benton had not finished telling what had happened 
during the past twenty-four hours when Tortillo popped, 
his black head into the open doorway. He said with 
much emphasis and pleasure : 

“ Buenas noches, Senor Sheriff ! ” 

Then he was gone as if he had not been there, had it 
not been for the slap-slap of his leather sandals on the 
board-walk. 

“ Now what, Joe ? ” demanded the deputy. 

“ I reckon," said the sheriff, “ that it's your job to go 
out and discover Flagler's body and tell Tom Dundon 
about it." 
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 








Garrett was the only prisoner in the jail. He felt himself ■ 
a coward, what with murder outside and he himself the 
indirect cause of it. He washed again that he had killed. 
Tom Dundon. Then he thought of Mary. V 

" This is a fine place for a bridegroom to be," he mused 
wryly, and began to examine the bars. 

lie would break out. His place now was with Mary. 
He was making the examination in deadly earnest when he 
heard footsteps. Benton came in, stopped. 

“ Say, what's this ? " 

V 

“ Sheriff, for God’s sake, let me out of here ! " Garrett 
demanded. " I haven’t any business in here and you 
know it ! " 

Benton grinned. 


“ This ain’t a business establishment, Garrett." 

" Well then, you have no right to keep me here, Mr. 
Benton ! 1 didn’t commit murder, and there's no telling 
who will be killed next! ” f 

1 hat's right. There’s no tellin’ who’ll get it next, the 
way things have been goin’." 

' Look here, Sheriff! Has anybody else been killed ? " 
“ Not since Tortillo stuck Flagler." 

That damned Mex! Sheriff, do you think Flagler 
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would have killed Clara, or did he just want to throw a 

big scare in her to keep her quiet ? ” „ 

“ He would have killed her, said Benton. ^ That s 
what, he was at the Martinez place for, and that’s why I 
didn’t lock Tortillo up.” 

Garrett said that Tortillo would be arrested eventually, 
after a formal complaint had been lodged against him 
Benton, however, doubted that a complaint would be 

filed 

“ Why not ? He killed a man ! A complaint was filed 

against me, wasn’t it ? , 

The sheriff said that he himself would not file a charge. 

He doubted that Dundon would in fear of implicating 
h ™ob f Garrett felt a little better after Benton had ex- 
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plained what he meant to do next. 

. <« $ a y like to see how this works ! Damn it, let 


me 


° U Beni°nTaid That the prisoner could not be- liberated 

^ . r 1_J a AAlirt 
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tight here. Dundon will be so flabbergasted that he 
won t think of takin’ you out 
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Besides Bill Huntley is gom to sleep in the office. 

In the dingy hotel room Mary Dundon Garrett, a 
bride Tack kffifed like a child, lay in bed. Everything 
seemed very unreal, yet tragically real, too She was 
valorously trying to see a little humour in a bride being 
Iffinc on he? wedding night when she heard somebody 

CO ShT g vmggkd S from under the sheet and sat tensed on 
the edglof the bed. Those were not her father s footsteps, 

turn the key 

when, the footsteps stopped outside. 

“Mary!” . 

“ Who—who is it ? - 

“ Sheriff Benton/’ . „ 

“ Oh ! Oh, wait just a minute, bhentt! 

. The girl drew a dress over her head without taking time 
to Se her nightgown. She pulled on one stocking 
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and forgot that she needed another. She managed to 
light the lamp. 

“ Is—is he still all right ? ” she demanded as the 
sheriff came in. 

“ Yeah, he’s fine,” Benton said, and grinned. 

“ Oh, I don’t care how I look ! ” cried Mary. “ Never 
mind that ! What matters is—have they killed him yet ? ” * 

“ They haven’t killed him yet,” said the sheriff. 

Mary’s eyes widened and the colour raced from her ' 
face. 

“Oh, who have they killed?” she gasped. “Have 
they killed my father ? ” / - 

She sank to the side of the bed to listen as he told of 
the killing of Butch Flagler. 

“ I was afraid of something like this,” she murmured. 

“ With what Clara knows they won’t stop with just 
Flagler dead, Mr. Benton ! I know my father ! ” 

“ I figured I’d better come and tell you this, Mary,” 
he said, and went on to explain what he had ordered the 
Mexicans to do. “ We don’t want to let Clara or any of 
the rest of that Mexican bunch talk.” 

“ Then—then you think they won’t hang poor Tortillo 
for killing Flagler ? ” 

“ They won’t hang him for killing anybody. That 
bunch of Hexes will swear that Tortillo wasn’t there 
when Flagler came to Jose Martinez’s place, even if 
Tort is arrested. Besides, he won’t be arrested if I have 
i my way.” 

“ But you didn't have your way about Bob being 
arrested ! ” 

“ This is different, Mary. Don’t you see that your 
father won’t dare swear out a complaint against Tortillo 
for fear of implicating himself ? ” 

“ Y-ycs, I guess that's so.” 

“ Sure it’s so. And Flagler got what was cornin’ to 
him. \ou know all he was worth was killin’, Mary, and 
I knew it, too, but I could never quite pin anything on 
him.” 

“ Yes,” nodded the girl, “ and he’s not the only Double 
! Arrow Cross man that that can be said about, Sheriff. 

1 All the men my father hires are bad ! Shorty Gillis quit 


because he just wouldn’t do the things my father wanted 
hl After the sheriff had gone Mary blew out the light and 

crawled back into bed. , 

V‘ And to-night I am a bride ! she whispered as she 
stared at the dark with wide, dry eyes. “ And I may be 
a widow before I ever know what it is to be a wife. 

Bob Garrett extinguished the solitary candle that 
lighted his cell. He could think better in the darkness 
He soon came to one important conclusion Though he 
did not want to, he would have to kill Tom Dundon if he 
himself were to live. Mary would understand. She must 
understand. She was his wife, and she had never had 
any real love for her father. He had given her no reason 

t0 There^was one thing he could do to make it a little 
e Jer for Mary, however. He could get Dundon away 
bXre he killed him. Perhaps he could even do it and 

M He felTnc^qualms of conscience because of what he 
had decided he must do. Hatred of Dundon had been in 
Ids brain so long that it had become an obsession. # 
He fetched out on the comfortless cot and was trying 
to decide just how he would kill Mary's father when he 

" C Bent°on was in a hurry to be downstairs. He had seen 
■n Hnn he had gone up, and Dundon had looked as 
intended To stfy in & hotel office all night. And 

Rill Huntley might show up at any moment. 

“ I want to see how old Dundon aefs when he learns 

ab Dundon gl was here. He looked like a cross between a 
1 - onH n iackal guarding the stairs to see that nobody 
passed wiUouthis^onsem. His big head was bent. His 
Feet were braced wide and his hands were deep in the 

^“Hesure 1 ta'Uook much like he was the richest man 
in this oart of the country,” the sheriff mused contemp- 
funS « he made his way downward. " He's too mean 

even to wear decent clothes.” 
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Dundon glared from under his lowered brows as Ben¬ 
ton reached the foot of the stairs. He would not ask 
about Mary. He told himself that this was because he 
suspected that she was not even in the hotel. She had 
sneaked out the back way and there was no saying where 
she was now. He held to the savage hope that she had 
got some sense into her head at last and had gone back 
to the ranch. 

“ Say, Joe ! ” he demanded of the sheriff. “ You got 
that-Garrett in jail ? " 

Benton rolled a cigarette, then said that Garrett was 
still in jail. 

“ Then see you keep him there ! *' Dundon ordered pro¬ 
fanely. “ I hold you personally responsible for him, * 
Joe ! ” 

Yeah,” drawled the sheriff. “ I been personally 
responsible for lots of prisoners in my time, Tom.” He 
was determined to talk until Huntley arrived. ” Lemme 
see, it's been how many years since I first started bein' 
responsible for prisoners ? Reckon it must be close 
to-” 

He was not to talk long, for Bill Huntley burst in 
from the: dark street now. There was a wild, amazed 
look on his long, tanned face. 

“ Say, Joe ! Joe, there you are ! I found a dead man 1 
I just found a dead hombre ! ” 

Dundon lifted his sullen head. His ugly face had 
suddenly lost colour. 

“ Hey, what's that you said, Bill ?" Lem Smith 
muttered as he roused from a doze. “ Was you hollerin’ 
somethin’ about findin' a dead man ? ” 

“ Yep! Found him in the corral back of the livery 
stable, Lt m. Tripped over him, and it made me mad, and 

I crawled back to shake hell out of him, and then-” 

. f “ Hill, look here ! ” the sheriff ordered. " Are you sure 
it's a dead man and not just some drunk ? " 

” No, L.r ! ” Huntley declared and waved his long arms. 

” I lit me a match out there, yeah, three matches. And 
1 seen that that feller had been stabbed in the heart.” 

“ Stabbed in the heart ? ” the sheriff gasped. “ Say I 
wonder who could have done this damned thing ? ” 
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Dundon felt a little better. Wherever the Martinez 
home was, it was surely a considerable distance away 
from the corral back of the stable. 

“ Say, who is he. Bill ? ” Smith demanded. “ You 
ain’t told us his name yet. Was he a Mex ? ” 

^ Huntley was now staring at the owner of the Double 
Arrow Cross as if he had made a sudden discovery. 

“ By golly, Dundon, you know him ! He's one of 
your riders ! He’s Flagler, that big bullyin' hombre ! ” 

“ Flagler ? ” Dundon gasped. Then he pressed his thin 
lips together hard. Flagler had been sent to the Martinez 
adobe to kill a woman. He had been found dead back 
of the livery stable. This did not make sense. Dundon 
shrugged slightly, as if he'were too stingy to use much 

effort 

“ Aw, I guess he had it cornin’ to him if he got it! " he 
growled. “ He was likely monkeyin' round some greaser 
woman and her man stuck a knife in him. Flag always 
was a damned fool about such things.” 

In reality Dundon was trying to keep his hard face a 
mask. He was turning away as if he had heard enough 
when Link Hall shuffled into the hotel. 

* “ Say, Joe ! ” he barked at the sheriff. " I want you 
to come and get that there dead man out of my barn ! 
I won't sleep in no place where there's a dead man ! I 
seen a ghost onct.” 

“ What dead man ? ” the sheriff stammered, though he 
was glad that Hall had come in just now with this news. 

“ What dead man ? ” Hall roared. “ You know dumed 
well what dead man, but if you’ve gone and forgot, he’s 
Hinck ! Git him out of there or he'll be walkin' roqnd 

in a white robe afore mornin’! ” . , ^ , 

“Is Gus Hinck dead, too ? Dundon cned as though 
a dart had pierced his heart. He whirled toward the 
sheriff and all the ruthless brutality of his nature showed 
in his’face. “ Joe Benton, when is Eli Hartle gorn’ to 

try that damned Garrett ? ” . 

The sheriff said he thought the hearing could be held 

almost any time. ,, „ 

“ Well, you tell him to hold it early to-morrow I 

Dundon shouted, brandishing both fists. “ I want to get 
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that damned murderer bound over so I can get back and 
tend to my ranch ! Three of my riders is dead, and the 
rest of ’em is likely to get drunk ! ” 

He stamped to the doorway, disappeared into the dark¬ 


ness. 


" He’s just a little surprised, ain’t he, Joe ? " demanded T 
Bill Huntley, grinning. 

“ Yeah,” drawled the sheriff. •" A little surprised.” 



Magdalena had had excitement in its short life, but 
none to compare with this. Judge Hartle found that his 
“ chambers ” were too small, and decided to hold court 
in an empty store. 

The counters were shifted, and set against the rear wall 
and upon these a table and chair were placed. From this 
high dias Hartle could look down upon the crowd— 
Americans, Mexicans, even a few Indians. Men and 
women sat on boxes, empty beer kegs, upon the counters^, 
that had not been moved. Many stood. 

Pulsil'er, oily and suave in his attempted oratory, 
began to state the purpose of this session of court. 

“ Hell! I know what I’m here for, Norman 1 ” Hartle 
interrupted. “ Call your first witness.” 

Mary, sitting on an improvised bench between Garrett 
and the sheriff, heard a familiar scrape of boots. She saw 
her father striding towards one of the few chairs. He 
elevated his right hand as he stopped beside the chair 
and stared at Hartle. 

“ Swear to God you’ll tell the truth and nothin' but the 
truth, Tom ? ” 

“ Sure ! ” Dundon growled. “ What else you think 
I'm here for ? ” .-v 

Mary wanted to cry out in protest. She knew that her 
father would not tell tlie truth. He had not looked her 
way as lie had passed. His face had looked uglier, harder 
than she had ever seen it. 

Replying to Pulsifer’s suave and suggestive questions, 
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Dundon explained that he had sent Big Johnson to 
Dollar Creek on a friendly mission and especially to 
invite Garrett to come to the Double Arrow Cross ranch 

to visit. . . .. . 

“ And you had no ulterior motives, no malicious pur¬ 
pose, Mr. "Dundon ? ” „ . 

“ I told you I didn’t! ” the rancher growled. I just 

wanted a friendly visit with a newcomer.” 

Mary clutched Bob’s hand. 

" Are you surprised ? ” she whispered. 

“ I’m not surprised.” , . . . 

Pete Vargos and Bart Jackson, two lesser luminaries m 

the Double Arrow Cross galaxy of bad men both aspmed 
to the places left vacant by Johnson and Flagler. With 
Haines P and Curly Curtis they testified that Dundon had 
told them he was going to send Big Johnson to the 

(xrou^e ranch on a friendly errand, . 

" Oh, what a pack of lies ! ” Mary whispered as Haines 

16f Garrett 1 had refused to ask any of the witnesses a single 

^""But aren’t you going to'defend yourself ? ” his wife 

whispered. . 

“ It isn't our time yet,- honey. 

Back of them a few yards Mary s father sat, feet 
braced wide apart, hands on knees. There was a scowl 
nil his big face. He knew he had no ground or right to 
Xnk he could send Garrett to prison, but he believed he 
l i. r i nm inate bv the ruthless and brutal force of his 
c0 " Hadn't men lied for him when he had asked them 
M lk^ Hadn^t he lied impassively and with outward 
appearance 0 ? truth and honesty ? He growled a curse 

a P! : h i hpnrf i Shortv Gillis called to the stand. 

'■That man wouldn’t tell the truth 1’’ he told Curly 

^Setod^t!” Curtis snickered. “ Shorty, he’d 

wmidered why R* McGmw had not testified 
, A cigar between his Ups and six-shooters 

f / wf lean hips Red leaned nonchalantly almost in¬ 
stantly ^a gainst^ an old counter. He seemed to take no 
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notice of her and Bob, but seemed intent upon all that 
had been said by the witnesses. 

“ There’s Red McGraw, Bob,” she whispered. " He's a 
strange man.” 

“ I think Red’s all right,” he returned softly, intent^ 
upon what Shorty would have to say. 

Shorty had told of his. suspicions that a killer would 
come to Dollar Creek, and was beginning to explain how 
Big Johnson had been forced unwittingly to betray his 
presence there when a shrill voice interrupted. It was 
Tortillo’s. 

The wiry little Mexican scrambled to a counter. His 
black eyes gleamed and he waved his arms frantically. 

“ Un memento! Un momento! ” he cried out. “ Eef 
you weel permit me, thees story I myself weel tell! 
Shortee, he is the ver’ wonderful hombre ! Eef thees 
Johnson he is not so beeg, Shortee will blow heem high 
like hell, with hees wonderful ee-lec-treecity, and he weel 
come down like cl Indio del fuego ! ” 

There were gasps of amazement, laughter, chuckles. 
Curly Curtis growled : • 

“ Dundon, you want me to drop that damned greaserV 
from here ? ” 

“ By Gawd, yes ! ” urged Vargos. 

Hartle was pounding the table in front of him with the 
barrel of a heavy six-shooter while he glared at the noisy 
crowd and at Tortillo who was paying him no attention. 

” Get down from there, you loco greaser! ” Hartle 
roared. “ Nobody asked you to testify ! Get down ! ” 

Dundon knew that if he gave the order the four gun¬ 
men near him would drop Tortillo a riddled corpse. 

“ No shootin’ now ! ” he growled. “ That fool greaser 
can’t do no harm.” 

He saw no comedy in what Tortillo was doing and 
saying, for he was already trying to decide how he would v 
” get ” Garrett in the event of failure to have him bound 
over to the district court. 

Continued angry pounding of the table with the six- 
shooter brought a lessening of the noise. 

* But muy honorable Senor Juez l ” Tortillo begged as 
he waved his arm. “ If permit me you weel, I weel show 
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vou what the wonderful man is thees Shortee Gillis, no ? ” 

“ No 1 ” The pistol came up, its end pointing. bet 
down, damn you ! If you don’t I’ll shoot you, Tortillo ! 

As for Tortillo he was now a very grand and noted man. 
Last night he had killed a desperado for a just and honour- 
able reason and he had not been sent to jail for it. He was 
startled for a moment by the judicial order, then he 
smiled acceptance of it, and placing a hand on where he 

thought his heart to be, he bowed low „ 

“ Ver’ well Seiior Juez ! he said with a shrug. But 
eef you do not leesten to me, this wonderful story you 

We ^Grt down, greaser ! " Hartle thundered. “ You want 

me to shoot vou off that counter ? ” 

Tortillo did not get down among the gales of laughter 
nnd t he murmured curses, but sat down on the counter 
kicked his heels against it and began to roll a com-hus' 

d fhorty completed his story of the manner in which 

4ahs?nst ktR'-to— * 

Sh pulsifer n waved a slow gesture of dismissal, smiled. 

^Th" fantastic nature of your story will make rt 
of less thanno value as evidence,” he sneered. I shall 

n °‘ EoTr Sho°ty Trained ” I might lose my temper 

a ; 

Again - Mike the wonderful ee-lec-treecity 

"Bravo, Shortee I Matethe jw ^ ^ ^ Hke 

f°r hem • heavy hke el olro hombre ! 

- heh ! He is not ^ because of the interruption, 

Again ther , • the six-shooter thumped the 

bU m m0 wi a en g aTort o g fTuence came, Garrett took the 
table. While he substantiated what Shorty had 

wit fh S e tit M^s e?e\ upon him. trying to tell him 

that thi/was not being taken seriously, askmg why rt was 
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not. She seemed to be trying to tell him to cry out that 
his very life was at stake. 

“ And you murdered Johnson with a. shot-gun ? " 
Pulsifer prompted when Garrett had finished his direct , 
testimony. 

Garrett smiled crookedly. " I did not! I put two 
charges of buckshot into him, if that is what you mean ! " 

“ That is all," said Pulsifer, waving his slow gesture of 
dismissal. “ The State has no further questions." 

“ Say, who the hell is runnin’ this court ? " Hartle 
roared, pointing his pistol at the prosecuting attorney 
now, but half looking at the defendant. " Garrett, you 
got anything else to say ? " 

“ Nothing, Your Honour." 

He heard Mary's quick intake of breath, felt the clutch 
of her fingers as he sat down. 

“ Honey, you are frightened," he told her. " Don't be. 
There is nothing to be frightened about." 

“ But you don’t know my father as I do!" she 
whispered. “ He won’t quit if he loses here, Bob." 

“ We won’t quit if we lose here either, Mary." 

He did not tell her that he hoped Dundon would not ^ 
quit if he lost here. The matter between him and Dundon 
had become one that could be settled in only one way, 
with his own death or the death of Dundon. 

Tortillo hopped down and hurried toward a rear door 
when Benton beckoned. He was back in a few minutes 
with a pale and frightened Clara whose right arm he 
grasped. His own right hand was tensed ready to dart 
for the knife inside his faded shirt if it were to be required. 

Dundon. recognised his former cook and housekeeper, 
and uttered a gasp, then a curse. He scrambled to his 
feet. 

... Cpme on, men ! " he roared. “ Let’s get out of here. 
Ye ain’t goin’ to get no justice in a court like this ! " 

Muttering and swinging angry arms he made for the 
front doorway, followed by Haines and Curtis and 
vargos and Jackson. Mary rose to watch the startled 
crowd make way for the five as they stamped out. She 
glanced at Red McGraw. Why hadn’t he gone out with 
the other Double Arrow Cross men ? 
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" Hey, Dundon ! ” Judge Hartle roared as he thumped 
the now badly dented table with the six-shooter. Come 
back here, you and the rest of them hellions ! You say 
you won't get justice in this here court ? " 

Dundon stormed to a stop, whirled. 

* “You go to hell. Eh Hartle ! he retorted. I wouldn t 

believe that Mexican woman under oath ! ” 

- He stormed out, followed closely by his eager and deadfy 

hirelings. Again Mary looked at Red McGraw. He 
Sd very faintly. She tried to return Ins smile as she 

Sa * 1 Cass'dismissed ! “ Hartle roared. " Garrett, you are 

^Bob'Gaff’ett put an arm about his wife's waist and 

“5?SSSftt would turn out something like this, 

^'3 h!s iSSd’Xoked « him With still 
She clutclic <( , xiiis isn't the last of it! 

f teuton he won’F qmt now 1 He’s just gone out to 

th Suddenly^emembering"the much-bewildered Mexican 

Hvoman, Mary rose. „ hear what clara 

has' t J o U sa g y “n £ K ^ ** that Shorty 
and Mr. Garrett have toM the tnith ^ ^ , „ Hartle 

“ TheiThe looked into the girl's beseeching face, 
growled. ^ make y 0U f ee l any better. 

“ Aw, all nght, kat ske has to say. 

It's out of order, but I " wnat J Clara * s 

The Cr ° W MeS le down the sfreeL little way, Tom 

d" was tehing his four men what they were to do 

^Bueno / ” agreed Haines. " Right now's the time to 
v do it! ” . „ j Dundon. “ Now's the time-, 

• S 1 

greaser woman 1 


The excitement ran so high that half an hour passed 
after the dismissal of ,the charge against Garrett before 
he and Mary reached the street. She looked about for 
her father and his men. The only one she saw was 
McGraw. He. stood silent and motionless as an Indian 
until she smiled at him. Then his weather-beaten face 
was inscrutable, his smile small. 

“ Hello, Red,” Mary faltered. 

“ Howdy, Mary. Howdy, Kid.” 

“ Hello, Red,” Garrett said. 

Men wanted to stop and talk, to congratulate Garrett. 
More minutes passed before he and Mary began to climb 
the hotel stairs. 

“ You spoke to McGraw as if }'ou knew him,” she said 
as she clung to his arm. 

Garrett stopped, causing her to do likewise. ^ 

” I’ve been thinking about McGraw, Mary. There’s 
something about him that makes ine think he's having a 
fight inside himself.” 

” I don’t know what you mean, but I think it's funny 
that he was not with my father and the rest of the riders, 
wherever they are, don’t you ? ” 

“ Not so funny, Mary.” 

She gave him a startled iook. They went on. He 
opened the door for her. She hesitated. 

“ Aren’t you coming in, Bob ? ” she faltered. “ What 
makes you seem so strange ? Didn't you expect to get 

free ? ” } * 

“ 1 expected to get free,” he said, and smiled down 
at her. He could not tell her he was wondering where''' 
and when the next attempt on his life might be made, 
or that he was trying to decide how he was to kill her 
father, for he was convinced he had to do that to save 
his own life. 

She sat down on the bed, let her arms lie limp in her 



lap. Her heart beat wildly. He had closed the door and 

stood with head bent. Suddenly he snapped up his head, 
half turned. Mary gasped and paled. Her.hps k>stodour. 

“ Oh, Bob ! That wasn't a shot, was it i she erica, 

“ I wonder if it was ? ” „ ,>iot j'll 

1 “ Yes," he said after a moment. L vN.as a snot. 

go and see." 

was just 
father insure to 

think up something else right away . kicked her 

He relaxed, put an arm about her suiters, nss 

lips until colour and warmth came back to them. „ 

v ow mavbe I can tell you how I love you, -n 
laughed. * “ Bob, sometimes I think it is silly t ie way 

1 hT looked into her misty eyes and she had a sudden 

“ 1 

know ? » she cried as she backed from Ms 
^embrace. " Don't you love me any more . A- > 

50 Wien he only looked at her ^"'“‘^huSTsfeps 

“ Garrett, are you in there ? Mary, arc^ ^ hotel . 
Garrett opened the door, saw Lem 
man's face was .twitching with excitem „■ soraebody 

“ WTiat is it, Lem ? Mary entu. 

»t ? ihat. m I - £ 

° b ank h fbeen ] robb“ and Hemmingway, the cashier, was 
sll0 L^ d g Sped! uttered a sob. Before Garrett could ask 

2 ^oUo grtbX^lthat Umeans ! ” he panted, 
^rw^twiithen Mary sprang and caught his 
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arm so fiercely that he was half flung back. She slammed 
the door. 1 

“ Bob, don’t! Don’t go ! It's just a ruse to get you 
down there so they can kill you ! I tell you I know my 
father! It’s just another one of his schemes ! He has 
just made Lem think the bank has been robbed. He 
wants you to come rushing down there. I tell you he 
won’t stop till-" 

” Till they get me,” he supplied grimly. Then he saw 
the agony in her eyes and gathered her in his arms. 

He held her close, but had not time to speak when 
Sheriff Benton opened the door without knocking, 
stepped in and closed the door. He was grim, and looked 
angry. 

“ Oh, what is it now ? ” Mary demanded. “ What has 
happened now, Sheriff ? " 

Benton gave her what he meant for a smile, then looked 
at the man she had married. 

“ Garrett, I have news for you. It’s not good news.” 

“ Spit it out 1 ” Garrett ordered. “ Let's have it, 
Sheriff.” 

Benton explained that excited and angry men in the 
street were claiming that Bob Garrett had robbed the 
bank and killed the cashier, that a man of his height, 
general stature .and clothes had done the deed. The 
robber had worn a black mask. 

Mary looked at Bob in horror. There was a crooked 
smile on his face and a look in his blue eyes she had never 
seen there before. 


But, Sheriff Benton ! ” she cried. " He couldn’t have 


done it ! lie has been with me ever since we left Judge 
Hartic's court ! I’ll swear to that, Mr. Benton ! ” 

Of course he didn’t do it,” agreed the sheriff with a 

flash of warmth in his eyes. “ I know that, but-” 

But it’s just a part of another dirty scheme of my 

father s! ” Miry cripd. “ I was sure he wouldn’t stop 
with-” • * 


Low, just wait a minute ! ” Garrett ordered. “ How 
do you knew I didn’t rob that bank, Sheriff! ” 

How do we know ? ” Mary gasped. ” Why, I know 
because you are my husband and I love you and you 
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have been with me ever since we left the court! Sherili, 

what is the matter with him ? Is he— , 

“He sure does act loco,” growled Benton. Ganett 
don't be a damned fool. I know this is some sort of 
scheme but Bill Huntley and I will see you are protected. 

1 “ I’m not fooling, Sheriff,” Bob said. 

Mary suppressed another cry of protest as she saw 
■Z i hp Primness of his eyes and his smile. Then 

tf Ter amazement he reached out and unbuckled the 
*rr>_ min K e n before the officer could interfere. He 
snapped Ae ends of the belt about Ws waist fastened 

them P " Say, what’s the meanin of this, Garrett ? 

, H i This was fust a loco joke. No, it wasn’t a joke. 
Shecould hear noises below in the hotel and in the street. 

Bob’s face told her thrt ‘^"Td’BUteU you what I 

m :^’ m saS t Girtett! U ffis look told Mary she was not 

t0 “ " too rshe cried. “ I have the right to know ! ’’ 

“ No, Mary. You stay right,here. ^ tQ think 

V t She UvThile her whole brain was^in fearful turmoil. 

1 V Tiancelo get Tom Dundon away to some isolated 

Be- - 

itfSW5AR- 

1 T if T keep heS clutching him. She saw the warmth, 

‘‘"TtenMa^Tlam going away.- If I don’t come 

ba |TTd y toTTutASm h but he V held°her arms as if his 
hands were vices. 
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" Going away ? Oh, Bob, don’t carry this joke any 
farther ! I can’t stand it! ” 

“ Joke ? It isn’t any joke, Mary. Good-bye 1 ” He 
bent and kissed her. “Listen"to me, honey! I am a 
bank-robber on the dodge. Maybe I’ll be back, maybe I 

>, >> V 

won t. 

“ Oh, Bob, you are not ! You didn't rob any bank ! 
Please sit down and tell me you are only joking! 

Please ! ” 

It was not till she saw him open the door, saw his 
tender smile, that she realised her arms were free. She 
saw the door closing. Its muffled slam’ seemed miles 
away. Seconds passed before she could reach the door 
and fling it open. She heard his retreating footsteps. 
He was going towards the back stairs. 

As she hurried after him she saw men milling about 
in the office at the foot of the main stairs. She rushed 
on, knowing now what the loud and angry voices down 
there meant. ; 

She reached the landing to see Bob running towards the 
corral where last night Flagler had been found dead with 
a knife wound in his lawless heart. She tried to shouk 
for him to come back, but no sound came from her 


tight throat. She saw him scramble over the high fence 
and disappear-into the stable. 

Mary stood clutching the splintery railing at the top 
of the back stairs until she saw him ride out of the stable. 
He saw her and waved. She managed to lift a hand, but 
again she could not utter a sound. 

He galloped towards the hills beyond which his ranch 
was, then she walked slowly back to the room. As she 
passed the head of the main stairs she did not hear the 
loud and angry mutterings that came from below where 
men were milling and growling. 

“ It will be all right. Oh, I know it will be all right! ” 
she tried to tell herself. “ I love him and he loves me, 
and it will be all right ! ” 

She had no sooner closed the door of her room than 
-'there came a peremptory, snappy rapping upon it. 

(ome in ! ” she cried. It did not matter who it was. 

iortilio came in, braced his back against the door. He 
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produced his murderous knife at which Majy stared im- 

p^siVely^ ^ j iave j 1 * ear t j iees (j amn ’ Senor Garrett, he is 
gone ! ” he said. “And I have come for protect you, 

rf, * When she seemed not to have heard him, he grabbed 

the back of a straight chair. 

« jpees w iU I take and sit myself outside by the door, 
he explained seriously. He stuck the blade of his knite 
into the waistband of his pants that he might open the 
door with his right hand.^ “ Eef some sahn-of-beech, lie 
comes for harm you, senorita, his damn heart I wall 

Still Mary could not speak. She heard him place the 
chair outside her door, sit down. She did not move, but 
stood beside the small table tiying to collect her thoughts. 

\llnt should she do ? What could she do ? f 

At length she heard voices just outside, Tortilio s and 

S0 “ SI ” she murmured. " I wonder if he will have 

^Shorty came in, grinning. He reddened with em¬ 
barrassment when he saw that he and Mary were alone in 

th ° e a h ™rtv 0 what is it?” she demanded. "What has 
happened' now ? Did Sheriff Benton and Bill Huntley go 

af " Thev OTe didn’t! ” Shorty declared and his em- 

Snrthem dieted fools to quit actin' like loco coyotes 
aild I donff know where Bill is ! .Yeah, I seen him comm 
nut of Link Hall's barn a few minutes ago. 

- Are you sure, Shorty ? Are you sure they didn t go 

after him ? " _ .. „ 

“ Qure I'm sure, senorita. ^ „ 

^ “No no Shorty, not senorita. It s senora now. 

“ Huh ? ''he demanded, then a grin of understanding 

i tfiff writes up and down his forehead 

and smiled inanely. 


RED SHIRT 


126 

" Oh, I don’t know whether I’m his wife or not! ” Mary 
cried. “ He’s gone ; but, Shorty, he didn’t rob the bank 
and kill Mr. Hemmingway ! " 

“ Well, I’m a son-of-a-gun ! ” muttered Shorty. “ I’m 
worse than that! I didn’t think it’d happen this soon, 
but I’d sure have bet a red shirt it’d happen pronto.” 

“ Well, it has happened, and I’m not sorry! ” cried 
Mary. “ But, Shorty, what did you come here to tell 
me?” 

Again he reddened, rolled the big wrinkles up and down. 
He couldn’t tell her now. She had just been married and 
she was in love. Of course she was in love, if she wasn’t 
she wouldn't have got married. 

“ Shorty, tell me what you came for I ” 

“ Oh—uh—yeah, I forgot,” he stammered. “ I come 
to tell you that that dumed old father of yourn and them 
hellions of hisn are after Garrett.” 

Mary felt as if her body were turning to ice. They 
would be at least five to one against him. 

“ Did—did Red McGraw go ? ” she managed to ask. 

“ Yeah, he rode along with the rest of 'em,” Shorty 
said reluctantly. “ I seen him go. It was funny the^ 
sheriff and Bill Huntley didn’t try to stop 'em, wasn’t 
it ? ” 

Mary tottered backward and collapsed on the side of the 
bed. 

“ That will be six to one, Shorty ! ” 

“ Yeah, sure ! But say, what you want to bet they 
don’t get him ? ” 

“ What ? ” 

" What you want to bet, seiiora ? I’ll take the other 
side. What you want to bet ? ” 

she could smile a little. This was the 
first time she had been addressed as a.'married woman. 

" What do you want to bet, Shorty ? " 

Ghat you say to a red shirt, seiiora ? If I win you v 
wear it for a week, tail cut. If I lose I’ll wear it for the 
rest of my life.” 

” A red shirt ! ” she repeated, then twisted about and 
flung herself face downward on the pillows. 

She heard Shorty close the door. 


Tortillo sat on his chair in the hall, stiffly and purpose- 

“^Tort, if anybody tries to bother her, Shorty ordered, 

“ you cut his damned throat! ” , 

<< s {! But better I could do it eef we have the 

"^-lec-treecitv, n0 » Shortee ? ” . . ,, 

Shorty clumped to the head of the stairs. The lobby 

was quieter now. He turned to look back at Mary s door 
“That ain’t no square deal a-tall, he told himself. 
“ A-runnin’ away from a wife like that, just after you 

done married her. It ain’t honest . 


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 

not sure that his ruse would work, Bob 
Though r was a very desperate venture. 

kn wl had profanely told Link Hall at the livery stable 

H VhJ robbed the bank and shot the cashier, and 

th hC r «Uv threatened the hveryman to a period of 
had actuaUy t ^ soon as Ha u had seen the depar- 

•itartled silence. B t ^ $table he was shuffling up 

t“ re ? TStoS W 5 news as he went ' a f 

the r, H a mile from town Garrett stopped to find out 
wl Irhcwcre pursued. He was gnmly exultant as he 
lied a dust cloud, then made out fast travelling horses. 

H e did n °4' V p umose°MW w^Tto out-travel his pursuers. 

'= 5 bn* . P- •<« 

G Bob'turned to look back just before he came to where 

himself, and 

• p S a .S; ti« 1» 

SfiS ssi isv; .i* -»* 
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horse. At his ranch Bob stopped only long enough to get 
a fresh mount, some food and a blanket. 

As he swung into the saddle again he saw six riders 
pounding down the road from the low divide. 'They saw 
him at the same moment. 

“ Yonder he is now ! " Curly Curtis yelled. “ Let's gei - ' 

the -! ” He spurred ahead on a fleet roan, and was 

followed by Haines and Vargos on mounts as good. 

. “Here! Come back here, men!" Dundon bawled.i 

I m goin to kill that feller this time ! Enough of vou’ 
fellers have failed ! " 

The three desperadoes reined in and let Dundon and 
Jackson and McGraw overtake them. 

“ Best not be in too big a rush," McGraw advised. 

“ That hombre’s bad.” 

“ I orter know he's bad ! " Dundon retorted. “ Three 
of my men are dead already because of him." 

“ Best be careful you don’t make a fourth," McGraw 
drawled. 

He received startled looks from the other five. 

“ Say, what the hell you talkin’ about, Red ? ” de¬ 
manded Curtis. He moved a hand towards a weapon. v» 

“ Just offerin’ some advice,” said McGraw. He foided 
his hands on the horn of his saddle. “ Advice ain’t often 
took though." 

“ Now you men take my advice ! ’’ Dundon growled 
as he kept his horse at a stubborn trot. “ I'm goin’ 
to kill that —-, and I don't want any of you to 

forget it! I'm tired of relyin' on other men to do mv 
work! ’ J 


then what the hell'd you bring us hombres along 
lor P Curtis sneered. 

“ ^ou didn't have to be brought! " Dundon corrected 
wiili a curse. “ \ou come ! ” 


I just rode along to try' my hand in case Tom misses," 
McGraw said soberly. 

Dundon turned in his saddle to scowl fiercely at 
JUcurav/. J 

him !d?l\ ,niss ’ R f d ! ri1 track that man down and kill 
mm n it takes me the rest of mv life ! ” 

" All right, boss! " Vargos said, and uttered a brittle 
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laugh. " Then what you say us boys just ride along to 
see you make a good job of it ? ^ 

“Til make a good job, damn it!” 

To northward of Garrett's ranch buildings the land 
rose gently over a series of grassy ridges and ravines to a 
low divide. On this divide were scattered pines, a iringe 
from the heavier forest on the mountain to eastward. 

' v On each of the ridges Garrett stopped, being careful to 
Impose himself and to make sure that he was seen. He 
was like a fox enticing a pack of determined dogs to 

[follow him. , ,, 

When he reached the divide he stopped among the 

pines in order that his horse might get a little rest He 

had a good mount, as good as the one he had ridden from 

Magdalena. His pursuers had already ndden then- 

animals fifteen miles at a fast clip. 

Disappearing over the divide, Garrett used his spurs 
He galloped the horse fast where the lay of the land would 
allow, kept to a trot where the going was rough. He was 
certain that his trail could be followed with little trouble, 

((for most of the earth was dry and soft. 

When he and his men came to the divide, Dundon 
ordered a halt. The horses were blowing, and he had 
decided what he would do. When they had Garrett m 
.the right spot he would order his riders to spread and 
loprral him. With his eyes squinted against the brilliance 
^ the declining sun Dundon peered ahead, jaw clamped. 

“ There’s the-'s tracks,” said Vargos. We won t 

h<*ve no trouble follerin' ’em.” . . „ T \ 

hl“ I see his damned tracks ! Dundon growled. I v 


iow we won't have no trouble follenn em ! 
r He knew all the miles ahead intimately, and was trying 
to select the right spot for cornering and murdering 

Gar Xh e _ I'll get him this time and I won’t make no 






ff 


A 11C - * ** © 

Sll “ Saj^you don't*like that feller much, do you, boss ? 

CU “*Like f hLr? "Tundon roared. " No, by Gawd, I 
don't like him! If you hombres knowed what I know 
about him you wouldn t like him either . E 



Haines, Curtis, Vargos and Jackson declared that 
such affairs as this their emp oyer’s opinion was al 
theirs. 

Dundon turned in his saddle to glare at the sile 
McGraw. 

“ Red, who the hell killed Flagler ? ” he demanded. 

" I don’t know. I didn’t ! " 

“ ’Course you didn’t! ” Dundon snarled. “ But wh 
done it ? Did Garrett ? ” id. 

“ Likely Garrett did, Tom," said McGraw. ^ 

After a long look at this man who had worked for him! 
for years and whom he had never been able to understands 
fully, Dundon hit his horse hard with his big spurs. \ 

" Come on, fellers ! We got to find out where he’s 
headin’ for before dark ! ” 

He had decided now where Garrett was to be cornered. 
Thirty miles ahead the river made a sharp bend to north¬ 
ward, then cut back to south, forming a rugged pro¬ 
montory. They would trap Garrett on that promontory 
and then force him farther and farther. No man had 
ever climbed up or down the sheer walls of the canyom 
through which the river ran. 

Five miles farther on the grim rancher wanted to yell 
with savage exultance. They were now on the rim of a » 
region where in aeons past nature had loosed its most 1 
violent passions. Ahead was lava, lava-ash, buttes a»d 
tumbled ridges of basalt. On one of those rocky ridgst’ 
a solitary rider loomed perhaps two miles away and to 
direct line with the angle of the bend of the river 

‘‘ Yonder’s the-now ! ’’ said Haines. 

“\cah, I see him*! I- Dundon growled. He 
killers now what he proposed to do. Four were 

enthusiastic. 

One said nothing until Dundon demanded : 

“ What you think about it, Red ? ’’ 

McGraw looked at the lone rider, then at the man for 
whom he worked. 

'/ Me don’t look scared,” said McGraw. “ If he was ♦ 
he d keep out of sight more. There’s plenty of places for 
him to keep under cover if he wanted to."' j 

And he sure hasn’t tried to cover his sign none," 




RED SHIRT 


131 


Curtis muttered, and compressed his thin lips in momen¬ 
tary puzzlement. 

“ 1 don't want him to be scared now! ” Dundon de¬ 
clared. “ I don't want him to show his white liver until 
he has to face me. Then I’ll make him get down on his 
damned knees and beg for mercy. And he won’t get it! ” 
The next time they saw Bob Garrett the sun was 
( shining just above a mass of flame-coloured clouds that 
• had built itself on the western horizon with the changing 

! )/ air temperatures. Gusts of cooling wind were now 
Hiking up sheets and spirals of choking white dust. About 
[mile ahead the lone rider appeared on a low ridge. 

“ Say, that fool hombre ain’t got no sense a-tall! " 
)undon swore before he could check his surprise and joy. 
“ Maybe he has,” said McGraw. “ Maybe he knows 

ust where he's goin’.” . , . „ 

“ He’s goin' straight to hell, that s where he s goin ! 

narled the owner of the Double Arrow Cross. “ He’s 
-goin' there as sure as I’m on his trail! ” 

The flame-clouds lifted and obscured the burning face 
,f the sun, but through them the sun sent lurid light as 
f it were symbolising the bloody yearning of these men 
L lpon whom it shone in the rugged, lonely rangeland. 

” We'll foller him till dark,” Dundon explained. 
‘Then we’ll spread out for the night to make sure he 

'don't try to cut back.” 

The glory of sunset had gone and the earth was 
capping itself in the purple-black robes of night when 
-hey came to a " tank.” It was half-filled with water 
:hat had fallen during a torrential ram several days 

^From the tracks about, the men could see that Garrett- 
aad drunk here, and watered his horse. Dundon said 
r they would camp for the night. 

I “Aw I wish we’d got him before now! Vargos 
omplained. “ This is tough country to ride in boss.” <4 
“ Go back if you don't like it! ” Dundon advised. 1 


you 

Lon't need you.” 

“ I'll stick,” said Vargos. 

Tard country on a horse's feet.” 

I ain't worryin’ about horses’ feet! Dundon retorted 


it 


ft 

I just meant to say it's 
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angrily. “ I’m after a man and I’m goin' to get him,, and 
this world will be a heap better off when he’s out of it! 

While they ate of the tinned food, crackers and oily 
cheese they had brought from Magdalena, Red McGraw 
sat a little aside on a boulder, eating less than his share. ^ 
He seemed wrapped in thought. Perhaps, he, too, was 
thinking that this was a hard region on the hoofs of a 
horse. 

“ Say, Tom,” he drawled after he had smoked a 
cigarette. “ Ain’t you scared he'll slip back and try to 
knife us in the dark like he did to Flagler ? ” 

The night wind, moaning in the crannies of the rocks, 
dwarfed Dundon’s gasp, and the darkness hid his sudden 
pallor. Only Red McGraw knew what his half-minute of 
silence meant. 

“ I ain’t scared ! ” Dundon growled. “ Red, you stay 
here with me to-night. That feller might decide to come 
back to get more water, damn him ! There ain't none 
ahead. The other men can spread out and make sure he 
don’t try to sneak past in the dark.” 


V 


CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 

-*~ 4 ^- 4 ~ 4-4 - 4 ~*- 4 - 4 * 

Mary’s soul and body were racked with the tumult of 
her thoughts, but she could not cry, much as tears would 

have helped. 

She slipped from the bed, sat on its edge. She felt an 
outcast, a fool. What would people say when they 
learned she had married a man who claimed he had 
robbed and killed when he had done neither ? 

She could not return to the ranch, she would not. 
Gradually he? mind grew clear and coherent. She was v 
neither a fi »j nor an outcast. Her offence was that 
she had loved. She still loved. 

As more quiet came to her heart and brain she began 
to believe that Bob had some deep motive for what he 
had done. He had said that he loved her, and he would 
not lie. 
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Through her mind ran a quick review of what had 
occurred, what Bob Garrett had endured at the hands 
of her father since she had met him on the mesa two days 
ago. Two days, but it seemed like two years. She 
„ wondered where Bob was now. He was her husband, but 
he was gone. She might never see him again. 

“ He has just cause for wanting to kill my father," she 
murmured. “ I shouldn’t have interfered." 

Tortillo leaped to his feet and grabbed for his knife 
as she opened the door. 

“ Senora ! Does some cabron try to get in the window 
and harm you ?" he demanded, and his black eyes gleamed. 

•“ Of course not ! " Mary found that she could laugh. 
“ Go down and tell Sehor Smith I want to see him." 

“ But harm you may be while I am the gone ! " 

“ How can I be harmed, Tortillo ? My father and all 
his killers.are gone." 

He looked at her keenly. 

“ And some of them keclers, they have gone to where 
they weel not come back from, no ? ” 

Mary flinched and paled at the thought of violent death. 
*ghe knew only that Flagler had died from a knife and not 
the identity of the man who had wielded the knife. 

“ Some of therp won’t come back, Tortillo," she agreed. 

“ Si, that is verdacl ! " he nodded. “ And now, eef 
thees Shortee, he had also gone with hees wonderful 
ee-lec-treecity, none of them diablos they would come 



Mary had to smile, though she felt little like it. 

“ Please go tell Mr. Smith to come up here, Tortillo." 

When the hotel man entered the room he saw Mary 
sitting beside the table. She seemed calm and composed 
now. He started to ask her how it felt to be a bride, but 

thought better of it. 

“ You wanted to see me, Mary ? " 

“ Yes, I did, Lem,” she replied quickly, and her words 
seemed to come with effort. “ I haven’t any money. I 
can't stay here. I haven’t any money to pay for what I 
already owe you, even.” 

She met his kindly and slightly humorous look. It was 
as if he were mentally enumerating the meannesses and 
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indignities she had had to endure at the Double Arrow 
Cross ranch. 

“ Mary, you’re plumb mistaken,” he said. , 

“ Oh, but I'm not, Lem ! I have only four-bits, and 
it’s-” 

She sat breathless, incredulous while he told her that 
she had five hundred dollars. Tears wet her lashes. She 
flung out her hands. 

“ Oh, don't tell me anything like that! ” she begged. 
“ I have had enough to bear! And now Bob is gone, 
and ” 


“ And before he went,” said Lem, “ this here Bob man, 
he leaves me five hundred pesos oro with the orders that 
I ain’t to let you want for nothin'.” 

Mary’s lips quivered. A tear rolled down each cheek. 

“ Tell me that again ! ” she faltered. “ I don't quite 
know whether I understood you. Five hundred dollars, 
Lem ? ” 

He repeated what he had told her, adding : 

“ Yep, Mary ! I got 'er right here in my pocket. 
Figured you might need it.” 

He produced a small roll mapped with white papery 
He gave it to her. She clutched it tight in her cold hands. 
The only money she had ever had had been of silver and 
nickel. Never before had she had paper or gold money 
that she could call her own. 

" Lem ! Is this really money ? And mine ? 

‘‘ It sure is yours, ’cause your husband left it for you,” 
declared Lem. “ And I reckon it's money all right. It 
buys stull. Sure wish T had a barrelful of it myself. Why 
not read that paper, Mary. Maybe it’ll tell you whether 
she’s good dinero or not.” 


She removed the rubber-band, tried to hold the bank¬ 
notes while at tin same time she flattened the half-sheet 
of letter paper. She saw : 

‘/'My dr.i’Mig wife.” 

/ My danaig wile ! ” she whispered. 

r me t0 rcac ^ Mary?” Lem suggested. 

Maybe it’s hard for you.” 

“ Ycs ; y es > you read it, Lem ! Oh, no ! I won't let 
you read my letter ! It's for me and me alone.” 
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Lem blinked as he watched. 

“ Helluva note to run off and leave her this way,” he 
told himself. “If it hadn't been for that old hellion, 
Tom Dundon, he wouldn’t had to do it.” 
p Mary read : \ 

“ My Darling Wife—I am leaving this with Mr. Smith, 
because I may have to go away hurriedly and without 
explaining to you. Please believe that my motives for 
going will be honourable, and that'I shall be back. At 
least pray that I shall, and remember that I love you. 

* “ Bob.” 


She folded the message slowly, and placed it in the 
bosom of her dress. She pressed a hand against it and 
felt the swift pounding of her heart. 

“Thank you, Lem, for telling me about the money 
and bringing it,” she said. Her voice was clear and 
steady though her eyes were wet. “ Everything is all 
right, Lem.” 

“ That’s fine ! That’s fine, Mary.” He hesitated. “ Are 
fyou sure everything is all right now ? ” 

• She smiled and her chin was up. Her courage was 
back now, and with it had come complete faith. Hadn’t 
Bob talked to her about the God he believed in there on 
the mesa ? They had talked of a very practical and 

sensible God. • 

“ Lem,” she said, “ I’ll tell you how right everything 

is. I can look the whole world in the face now, and tell it to 

go to hell if I don’t think it's holding its mouth right.” 

“ The hell you can, Mary ! ” 

“ I can, Lem ! ” 

He looked at her and wagged his head. 

“ Mary, I sure never could understand how you could 

>be Tom Dundon's darter.” 

Her lips quivered for a moment and there was a droop 

to her shoulders. 

“ I never could either, Lem, but I am.” 

“ Well,” Lem scratched his head, “ they do say miracles 

can happen.” . , ... , 

Yes, miracles can happen,” she agreed, and did not 


n 
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think it a miracle because she was Tom Dundon's 
daughter. " Lem, I am ever so much obliged for your 
kindness.” 

When Smith had gone she knelt beside the bed and 
spread the banknotes upon it. She stared at them. She yi 
had heard of banknotes like these before, but had never ( 
touched one. She kissed each of them because Bob had , 
left them for her, and blinked back happy tears. 

“ He did not forget me ! ” she whispered. “ He did 
not forget that his wife might need things. He knew all •- 
the time lie might have to go without telling me why, 
and he left them so that I wouldn’t want for anything. 

It was like him ! ” 

She pressed her hands to the banknotes and prayed 
to the God about whom she and Bob had talked. She 
paused in her prayer. How should she end it ? 

" And bring him back to me, God of Square-Shooting ! 
Amen.” 

She folded the banknotes carefully and put them inside 

her dress. 


W hen she opened the door Tortillo hopped to his feet, 
reached for the ready cuchillo. C* 

“ Hid thees Lem Smceth say the theeng you do not 
like, senora ? ” he demanded. 

" you toolish Tortillo, of course he didn't ! Go 
tell Clara I want her.” 


A new gleam and a softer one came into his black eyes. 
He had not kissed Clara for some time, and he wanted 
to kiss her. Then his eyes clouded. 

but senora,' he stammered, “ I should not leave to 
get Clara. I must take the care of 3 011.” 

Oh, lor goodness' sake, go get her, Tortillo. Don’t \ r ou 
think i am able to take care of myself ? ” 

W hile Mary waited for the Mexican woman to come 
she had visions of things she would have for Bob when 
he returned. She would have bright dresses, not so 
brignt is those of the Mexicans, and they would be of 

t )l iinc^ of material. Clara was a marvel with sewing 
machine and needle. 

Mary smiled crookedly as she looked at her thread¬ 
bare corduroy ska t and her much darned stockings. Her 
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boots hurt her feet too much, and she had not put them 
on when she had got out of bed and dressed. 

“ I wonder what Bob will buy me to ride in ? " she 
murmured. “ He will want me to have some pretty 
riding clothes, I 'know." 

P Had Tortillo been allowed his own way he would not 
have returned as soon as he did. But Clara was with 
him. 

“ Here she is, senora ! " he announced with a flourish 
as he opened the door. “ Want very mucho to come, she 

did." 

Clara closed the door, pressing Tortillo out as if he 
were nothing in her life. She paid no attention to his 
grumblings. Wasn’t she his esposa ? 

“ Well you are, no, querida ? " she cried. “ There is 
the something wrong and you want your Clara ? ” 

In words that trembled with feeling, Mary explained 
what she had worried about, what she had feared. Then 
she told Clara about Bob's letter, how it had dispelled 
her fears. 

Clara looked puzzled. 

“ But querida, he have give you all thees dinero ? " 
she demanded. “ That is not bueno.” 

Mary laughed. 

“ Oh Clara, didn’t you know ? I am his esposa ! We 
were married last night! ” 

“ Hees esposa ? You are the many with heein ? " cried 
the Mexican woman incredulously. 

“ That is right. Oh, I am so happy, Clara ! ” 

A great light came to the moza’s eyes. She grabbed the 
knob of the door, turned it. Tortillo staggered into the 
room. He had not regained his balance when she had 
him by the collar. 

“ Hah ! You have been listen ! You have been the 
spy at the crack ! ’’ Clara spat at him. “ Eef I was not 
* too damn’ happy I would slap your face, Tortillo ! ’’ 

She grabbed him in her arms,, kissed him again and 
again while she murmured endearing words. 

" And she is hees esposa, Tortillo, she is Senor Garrett’s 

esposa ! " 

“ Pouf 1 " Tortillo thrust out his chest and drew to 
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his full height, which was still much less than hers. 1 
“ That is not the new ! I have know that seence I hear 
her tell it to Shortee ! ” 

"You have know it and you do not tell me ? ” Clara 
demanded angrily. Then her anger cooled as suddenly . 
as it had come, and she clutched him in her embrace m 
again. " Ah, mi Tortillo ! It is that you have keep the 
secret for our querida, no ? You are the brave and gran \ 
hombre to do that, and I luff you ! ” 

So this was love, Mary mused as she watched. Tempes¬ 
tuous, violent, volcanic love. She did not want her love 
and Bob’s to be like that. She wanted love that was a§ 
enduring as the mountains, as tender as the gentle winds 
that blew across the green grass of the rangeland, rippling 
it in the sunshine of spring. 

After a final squeeze and kiss, Clara shoved him away. 
Tortillo staggered through the doorway. 

" Hah, woman ! Eef it were not for la senior a, your 
damn’ face I would slap ! ” 

" Go on ! Get away ! ” Clara ordered. " Go find you 
some place to sleep, there is not the need for you to be 
here now that I am here. Vamos, Tortillo ! ” 

Tortillo accepted without protest. With these two 1 * 
women together there was no chance of telling Clara 
again how much he loved her and what a wonderful man 
he was. Besides, Mary did not need his protection now, 
and besides again, down the street he might be able to 
get a few dripks of mescal. 

And if the sheriff were willing, he might ease the 
burden that weighed his mind. He wanted to talk, to tell 
Magdalena what a great man he really was. Like a 
gamecock with a bright serape wrapped about its middle 
he strutted up the street and into Benton’s office. v 

“ Why, hello, Tort,” the sheriff hailed. " Now what s 
do you want?” 

Tortillo returned the friendly salutation, bowed. He'* * 
scratched the sole of one juaracha along the door, but 
kept his g ize steady. 

Sr: nor Sheriff, eef the ob-ject you do not have,” he 
began, much would I like for tell my amigos that I \ 
have keel that damn’ Flagler. She ccs not the fair to l- 
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Senor Garrett that los hombres in thees-town ees theenk 
he do it! " 

Benton pondered. A smile crossed his weathered 
features. 

“ Sure, go ahead and tell them," he agreed. " I don't 
p see as it’ll do any harm, Tort.” 

" Gracias, Senor Sheriff, muchas gracias ! Adios ! ” 
Tortillo headed for the Mexican quarter of the village 
at a dog-trot. All his friends knew the true story of 
Flagler’s violent death already, but when they heard it 
again they would produce bottles of mescal and there 
would be much rejoicing. 

« 

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 


Bob Garrett made camp for the night about two miles 
beyond the-water hole. Even before he had eaten his 
supper he had decided upon a bold move. He would 
return to the water hole. Perhaps Dundon and his men 
would be there. 

y By pouring water into his hat and letting his horse 
drink if, Bob emptied his canteen. It was dark when he 
set off along his back trail on foot. The stars were veiy 
brilliant. When he was a hundred yards from the 
“ tank," and it across a low rise, he could make out the 
glow from a campfire. He went to the rise. Ahead of 
him and perhaps fifty yards away burned a small fire 
of greasewood roots. He could see six men about it. 
They were eating supper. 1 hough he could not hear all 
they said, he could make out enough to let him know 
they were here because Dundon wanted to kill Bob 

Garrett. 

He smiled crookedly. He himself was away out here 
> because he wanted to kill Tom Dundon. Presently he 
saw two men ride to the left, then two to the right. He 
heard the gruff orders the owner of the Double Arrow 

Cross gave them. *1 

“ And if you run across him, don’t kill him ! " Dundon 

added. “ That’s my job 1 " 
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“ So that’s your job, is it ? ” Garrett muttered. " We'll 
see about that ! " 

He studied the situation very carefully. Only one 
man was now left with Dundon. He did not want to 
have to kill that man. He wanted only to deal with 
Dundon. 

The campfire became smaller and smaller. It flickered, 
caught hold of scant life, flickered again. It was only a 
little bed of red coals wiien Garrett removed his boots. 
He had to have water for to-morrow. 

Trying to ignore the press and cut of rocks on his feet, 
he stole down the slope. He stopped wiien he was thirty 
yards from the Are. It gave light enough for him to see 
that one man had stretched out as if asleep and that 
the other seemed to be preparing for rest. 

Sitting down and bracing his back against a boulder, 
Garrett waited. He was surprised at his own patience. 
Time did not seem to count. He was not sleepy. He 
pushed thoughts of Mary from his mind. He would think 
of her after this grim business was done. 

\\ ithin a few minutes he heard heavy, jerky snores. 

“ Sounds like the beast he is,” he told himself. 

He did not rise until another half-hour had gone by. 
Then he took the canteen in his left hand, six-shooter in 
right. He would kill the other man if he had to. He 
would kill Dundon. 1 hat was what he had come away 
from Magdalena to do. 

He had a battle within himself when he realised he was 
beginning to vacillate. 

Then lie was gripped by a desire to finish this grim 
business and finish it quickly. 

" 1 wont to see his lace just before he dies, and to hear 
what he has to shy,” he muttered. “ I want to sec how 
he looks when lie knows he has to die.” 

Gairett realised his own loolishness in having given 
the water to the horse. Just then the animal had not 
needed the water. 

In the 'rid region a man could not risk finding water 
holes though the river itself circled it. This tank might 
De . l . he onl y onc within many miles, and again a man 
might pass one only rods away and not be aware of it. 
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'To a man dying of thirst, the river, in its deep gorge, 
'was as inaccessible as the stars. 

Inch by inch, foot by foot, Garrett approached the 
fire. It was just bright enough now to cast a faint re¬ 
flection upon the water beyond it. The heavy snoring 
continued from the man Bob took to be Dundon. The 
other man was still, flat. Garrett could dimly see that 
they both had their heads on saddles. 

‘ The two horses stood perhaps forty yards to eastward 
and with no feed, for here was not a bleached spear of 


Garrett felt no peace of mind because of his postpone¬ 
ment of killing. Rather he felt impatience, but the delay 
was somewhat offset by the satisfaction of the thought 
that to-morrow he would see Dundon's eyes before the 
ruthless rancher had to stare death in the face. 

“ He'll crawl like a yellow-bellied snake," Garrett 

sneered silently. " His kind always do." 

He had seen from his previous visit to the water hole 
that the most practical way to approach it from this 
side was between the sleepers. There was a small flat 
here On the opposite side the rocks rose sharply. 

Ready to shoot if this need be, Garrett stole between 
the prone and silent men. Dundon was not snoring 
now though he still slept: Garrett passed them. Ahead 
was the water. He could feel it on his socked feed, 
and waded into it a yard before he squatted to fall the 


canteen. . 

He waited, hearing the snoring that had begun again, 

hearing the water as it gurgled into the canteen. Some 

sixth sense told him that the second man slept lightly 

if he slept at all. Garrett did not want to be forced to 

shoot it out with him. . 

He held the six-shooter between thigh and groin while 
he screwed the cap on to the canteen. He turned about, 
lifted slowly listened. The weapon was now in his right 

hand. , , , , 

He began to steal back. He had passed once more 

between the sleepers and thought he was safe when from 

behind and to the left asked what seemed a friendly and 

unchallenging voice : 
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“ Decide to come back and get a little more water, eh, 
Curly ? ” / • 

Garrett tensed and half-turned, ready to shoot. For a 
moment he was bewildered by the silence that had 
followed the startling question. The snoring had ceased 
again. Then Garrett said, trying to be casual : 

“ Yeah, that damned canteen of mine ! The cap never 
did fit tight. I lost what water I had.” 

“ Say, who the hell’s that talkin’ ? ” Dundon growled, 
not more than half-awake. 

“ Just Curly back for some water,” said Red McGraw. 
“ He lost what he had, Tom.” 

“ Huh ! That all ? ” Dundon grunted. “ Well, tell 
him to go away and let me sleep. I’m tired ! ” 

Garrett waited, every fibre tensed with readiness to 
shoot. The snoring commenced again, jerkv, stertorous. 
He wondered whether McGraw would speak again. He 
was preparing to steal away when McGraw said : 

“ See you lo-morrow, Curly.” 

“ Bueno, Red,” Garrett agreed. 

Once more the snoring jerked to a stop. There were 
moments of silence. At their end Dundon resumed his 
heavy slumber. 


On the ridge where Garrett had left his boots he sat 
for half an hour before drawing them on. He was puzzled. 
McGraw could have shot with deadly effect. He could 
have warned Dundon. What he had said had been in 
half-warning, half-friendliness. Why had he spoken at 
all if he had not wanted to kill ? 

The ground was so rough, the night so dark that 

Garrett had trouble finding his horse. He was only guided 

to it by its own restive stamping when he would have 
passed it. 

S°J r y 1 haven ’t any grass for you, bov,” he said. 

With his tired head on the saddle and with the saddle- 
blanket for covering, he went to sleep thinking of 
MoGiuws strange action. He was certain the Double 
^iiow Gio^ man had not mistaken him for Curly. Curtis 

Garrett never more than half-slept during "the re- 
m.under 01 the night. It grew bitter cold, especially in 
the hours of the morning, and the bed was hard. 
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In the dawn he managed to gather enough grtasewood 
for a small fire. Over it he warmed his cold food and 
made a little coffee in the tin can he had brought from his 

ranch. ,. . 

Garrett knew he was approaching the rocky promon¬ 
tory round which the river bent. Shorty Gillis had told 
him about it. 'He would go on until he could go no 
farther. Ahead of him, at his right and left would be the 
sheer walls of the Colorado Canyon. Along the trail lie 
had followed six men would be spread to prevent his 

escape in that direction. . ,, . 

Now he had come to a final decision. He would not 

kill Dundon unless there were no other way. He would 

make the ruthless rancher destroy himself provided he 

had the courage to do this. 

Garrett was correct in surmising that his pursuers 
would gather at the tank before resuming their ride 
Bv good daylight all six were there. McGraw, as talkative 
as some Indian of this wild desert, squatted over a lire 

^Dundon was as silent, but the others talked much of 
their scanty breakfast, of what they would do before 
another sunset, of their return to Magdalena. „ 

“ Reckon I'll amble round and pick up the trail, 
McGraw said at length. “ You fellers heat up some grub. 

11 " Yeah’"Dundon grunted, “ see if you can pick up his 
tracks Red. I want to know which way he s headed. 

Full* daylight had come when McGraw called from the 
crest of the rise where Bob Garrett had removed his boots 
When Dundon and the others came, McGraw showed 
them boot tracks in the soft dry earth that filled the 

spaces between the many rocks. f , . 

" Why, the son-of-a-gun, he come back here afoot 0 

look at us some time last night! he muttered in wc 
simulated surprise. 

Dundon's hard face lost colour for a moment. ^ 

“ That's right, ain't it ? ' muttered Curtis. Here s 

his boot tracks cornin' and goin'.'' 

. McGraw had the cunning and skill of an Indl * n * n 
tracking. At a half-crouch he started slowly toward the 
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water hole. After he had gone a third of the way he 
called the other men. He showed them where the dry 
earth had been slightly disturbed. Scornful of their in¬ 
credulity, he led them to the water hole. There he showed 
them the imprint of socked feet in the damp rim of the 
tank. He stared at Curtis in surprise. 

“ Say, Curly, I figured it was you in here last night to 
fill your canteen.” 

“ Huh ? ” demanded Curly. “ I didn’t need no water I 
Had a whole canteenful! I wasn't here.” 

" You say you wasn’t here ? ” McGraw demanded, 
wade-eyed with surprise. “ If I’d know'ed it was him-” 

Dundon gasped. Then his jaw clamped and fire came 
to his hard eyes. 

“ Red, you-! ” he roared. " You durned fool! 

You seen him and didn’t shoot him ! ” 

“ Aw now, look here,” McGraw muttered. ” I figured 
he was Curly. When I talked to him he talked back like 
he was Curly, Tom ! ” 

Dundon's rage grew as he realised that he had missed 
an opportunity to kill the man he hated. He could under¬ 
stand why he had not been killed by Garrett. Garrett 
was fleeing, fleeing to hide. 


Bob Garrett travelled slowly until he saw his pursuers 
from a rocky elevation. When he was sure they had 
seen him he disappeared. 

From that point he rode as fast as the terrain per¬ 
mitted. By mid-forenoon he could hear the dull grumble 
ot the river. An hour later he was at the rim. A thous¬ 
and feet below was the river, sullen and indomitable, like 
an angry yellowish snake, brooking no obstacle. 

Garret! rode along the rim until he came to a spot that 
smted his grim demands. Ahead a rock-barrier lifted and 
swept round to the right, forming three-quarters of a 

rough circle. At tne foot of the barrier w-as a jumble of 
boulders largf ard small. 


Dismount mg, Bob removed rifle and canteen from the 

, a ’ f i on witli § r,m decision forcing back all thought 
ot mere}, he placed the horse parallel to the rim and as 
close to u as the frightened animal would stand. 
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For a few minutes he considered a shot. Then he 
decided it might be misinterpreted by his pursuers, that 
it might lead to siege. He wanted quick finality. 

Selecting a rock about twice the size of a fist, he flung 
it with ail his strength. It struck the horse on the side of 

the head.' . . , . . , 

The animal flung its head quickly to its left, struggled, 

pawed the rocky ground frantically, slid over the rim. 

Garrett groaned as he heard the agonised scream that 

came up, and for a moment drowned the growl of the 

river. Then he picked up rifle and canteen and looked 

for a suitable hiding-place among the boulders. 


♦ » » ♦♦ 


CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 


As he waited, Garrett heard the sullen river a thousand 
feet below. Its roar came with varying magnitude as 

thp wind rose or fell. . ., 

He did not conceal himself until he saw the six nders. 

Thev were about a mile away, winding in and out among 
rock-piles and low buttes. He crawled down among some 
boulders about twenty-five feet from where he had 
ruthlessly sent the horse hurtling over the precipice He 
tried nof to think of what he had done to the faithful 
animal in his desperation and determination 

He had about half an hour to wait before he heard the 
tramp of horses and the sound of men s voices 
out, he saw the Double Arrow Cross men. lhey had 

stopped and seemed a little in doubt. . , 

'^He can't be that way, Red ! Dundon declared. 

“ How the hell could he get past that reef of rock . > 

" Maybe he ain’t there,” McGraw retorted, but there s 
hk bnrse tracks ” He pointed to the rocky ground, and 
resumed 6 I s slow ride. P Garrett saw the others follow, 
aid ducked out of sight. He saw them stop perhaps 
fifty yards away as he peered through a crevice. 

“ Red I tell you he can’t be there,” growled Dundon. 
« Likely the dumed ——’s found he couldn t get past the 

reef and doubled back. 
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Bob had a real fear now. If his pursuers gained the 
top of the rock wall they could look down upon him. 

He would have to shoot to save his own life. Perhaps 
shooting would not save it. He thought of Mary. He 
did not want to die, though there was nothing of the 
coward about him. f 

He lifted enough to see that McGraw had dismounted, \ 
that two others were out of their saddles. 

“ His tracks sure go straight in here, Tom," McGraw 
swore. " I'm goin’ to see what that means ! " 

" All right,” Dundon grunted. " We'll see, but I tell 
you he had to double back ! ” 

Dundon slid to the ground. The remaining two of his 
cowboys dismounted. Garrett saw them all start ahead 
on foot with McGraw in the lead, head bent. He ducked 
down. 


He could measure their slow progress by the scrape of 
their boots, by their voices. He could even hear the faint 
jingle of their spurs. He knew when they reached the 
point where the trail of his horse ended, could actually 
visualise them on the rim. ' 

Sa y. went ovcr here ! ” McGraw cried out, and 
Bob could hear the horror and surprise in his loud voice 
I wonder what the hell he did that for ?’" 

" Huh ? You say he went over the rim here ? ” Dun¬ 
don croaked "I say that can't be so! He's foxy! He’s 
double d back on us, Red ! " 

(i.urett heard the scrape of boots once more, and knew 
t m? men were beginning to look for horse-tracks that had 
1 ounded the southerly end of the rock-wall. He lifted 

hn !• ^' S100t , er JS hand ' and stood showing half his 

body above a boulder. 

u k l n th ? that goes for his gun!" he barked. 

or, 1 1 , Q • v , Dundon sa,cl hoarsely, and let his big 

J lb cangle as d he were completely paralysed. He had 
been taken absolutely by surprise. 

roach 1 *fnrrt'* Hain " S andCurtis and J^kson and Vargos 
a to. their weapons, but even before they could let 

waTIbouttn° fCrS in Red McGraw ’ s hands. He 

McgAw’ press the tn ^ er of his Colt when he saw 
McGraw s weapons were not aimed in his direction 
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“ By God ! I mean business ! ” McGraw snarled. “ I'll 

kill the man who reaches for a gun ! ” 

Amazed but none the less determined than he had been 
before, Garrett saw the hands of the other four Double 
Arrow Cross men jerk away from their- holsters. Dundon 

whirled, gaped. _ . . „ , 

' “ Say, what the hell’s wrong with you, Red ? he 

demanded. “ You gone clean loco ? That there’s the 

man I want! ” „ ,.. 

' “ Then go and get him ! ” McGraw challenged. 111 

see that him and you have fair play. 111 kill these four 

hombres if they horn in though ! ” 

Dundon stumbled as he turned. It was as if he had 
become old in a few seconds. His face was ghastly, a 
thing to inspire pity as it turned toward Garrett. 

“ But he's got a gun in his hand, Red ! " he muttered. 

“ He’s got the drop on me ! ” , , . , , 

There was infinite contempt in McGraw s short laugh. 
“Sure he’s got the drop on you, he agreed. Ihat 
shouldn’t make any difference, Dundon. I thought you 
came out here to kill him. Didn't you tell the rest of us 

tn keen out of the play when we found him . 

% “ Yeah, yeah, I told you that! "Dundon muttered. 

“ But he’s got the drop on me now ! ” • . 

The four other hard-bitten men laughed 1 hey had 
courage, but they had no respect for one of their kind 

who turned yellow on the showdown. 

“Why, the cowardly old-! Curtis sneered, and 

fished for tobacco and papers. „ A , 

“ Turn round here, Tom Dundon McGraw ordered. 

He and not the savage owner of the Double Airow Cross 

seemed to be giving the orders now. . 

Dundon stumbled again, and all but strength enough 

to bear him up went from his^legs. „ m , 

“ What you want, Red ? he begged. ^What you 

want ? What are we goin’ to do about this ? 

Garrett swung to the top of the boulders and sat. Here 
was something he had not expected. He was grateful 
that Mary was not here to see the abject thing her father 

W “ i'll tell you what I want,” said McGraw in even, 
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cool tones that bit with scorn and contempt. " I want 
to talk to you, Tom Dundon, you yellow old bastard ? 
Do you know who that man over there is ? Do you ? " 

“ Do—do I know who he is ? ” Dundon panted. 

“ That's what I said ! Do you ? " 

“ Why—why—his name’s Garrett, ain’t it ? 

“ You know his name is Garrett! ” snarled McGraw. 
“ But whose son is he ? ” 

“ He’s—he's John Garrett's son, ain't he ? " Dundon 
mumbled. “ Ain’t he John Garrett's son ? " 

McGraw’s short laugh crackled with scorn and derision, 
but with no mirth. 

" Sure lie's John Garrett’s boy ! And you know what 
become of John Garrett, don’t you ? ” 

Dundon nodded. The noise that escaped from his 
ashen lips was unintelligible. 

McGraw’s lips twisted. 

“ Why, you dirty old cur ! ” he said. “ I always knew 
you were yellow, but I didn’t know you was as yellow 
as this, Torn ! John Garrett went to prison for life, 
didn’t he ? He was convicted of murder, wasn’t he ? 
1 -Ie was convicted of killin’’ Dave Jamison, ain’t-that 
right ? ” 

“ Yeah, yeah ! Yeah, Red, that's right ! ” 

“Sure it’s right, 3-011 old-!” McGraw sneered. 

“ But who killed Jamison ? Who really did it ? " 
Dundon's jaw muscles refused to hold his teeth to¬ 


gether. His mouth dropped open revealing his irregular, 
tobacco-stained snags. 

“ I—I don't know ! ” He flung out imploring hands. 

Again McGraw laughed. It was the most mirthless 
sound Bob Garrett had ever heard, a sound to make men's 
blood turn cold, to make their hair stand on end. 

Sui • you don’t know, Dundon ! You been tollin’ 
yourself for years that you didn't know ! Well, I know ! 
\ ou done it, and you hired me and Big Johnson to swear 
that John Garrett done it, you old-! That’s how 


come John Garrett went to prison for life ! ” 

Red McGraw’s head snapped up, but onty half his 

snarling attention was on the man who cringed before 
him now. 


T 




v 
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“ No, you don’t, Kid I" he barked. “ This is my play! ” 
v “The hell it’s your play!” Bob Garrett corrected,- 
and tensed ready for action. " I've waited years for this. 
Red 1 I’ve thought of it by day and dreamed of it by 
night ever since I learned what bad been done to my 
father. He’s dead now. He died m prison where Tom 
Dundon put him ! I’ll take the play now, Red McGraw ! 

“You don’t take no play out of my hands. Kid, 
McGraw corrected, and there was something m h.s eyes 
and in his voice that stayed Bob s hand. I recode ct 
you Kid when vou was a little feller at the ranch in 
California. You was a fine kid. Recollect how I learned 

you to ride a horse ? ” 

Garrett found speech difficult. , , 

“Yes Red,” he said. “ I remember. Now get out of 

the way! It’s my play froni here on. 111 show lum 
what he s goin^ to do toj. c ^ where he could stare 
ataman who SlviAthe rock-barrier for back- 

gr ° U you—you ain't goin' to kill me, are you ? ” he panted. 

“ Think_of—think of Mary ! ., .. .. t> 

•' 1 am thinking of Mary,” Garrett said. No, I m no 

g °^ g Yo°u-yo^ U ain't n goTn : ‘0 kill me? Youain't?” 
Hope mack Dundon's gross face writhe. You a: 

g0 ” And™ wants him to think of Mary ! ” Curly Curtis 
jeered ” He treats her like she was a she-coyote, and 

now he wants this here hombre to thuikof her 

Tr'in-ott did not try to hear what Haines ana \ argos 
and Tackson said in the expression of the sudden con¬ 
tempt for the man they had been accustomed to obey. 

“ No; I’m not going to kill you,’’ he said. “ I m going 
to make you kill yourself! 

“ Kill my-" i ; 

“ Yes ! Get ready ! ■ „ . . rn do i 

“ G-get ready ? ” Dundon gasped. >( I don t —111 do 

anything, man ! Just teU me what 
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Garrett’s left hand slowly lifted and pointed, while the 
sullen growl of the Colorado came up from its chaSm. 

“ My horse went over there not so long-ago, Dundon. 
Likely he's in heaven by now. He was a good horse. I 
sent him over with a rock against the side of his noble 
head. I’m not going to send you over, not with a rock 
against your head, or a bullet through your heart. I'm 
going to make you jump over, Dundon ! I said get ready ! 
And if you know how to pray, damn you, do it! I've 
been through hell waiting for this moment! My poor 
father died in hell, lived in it for years because you and 
your damned hirelings sent him there ! He's in heaven 
now', through no fault of yours ! ” 

Dundon turned enough to stare at the rim over which 
the ominous roar of the river came. His knees shook. 
His whole frame shook. 

Red McGraw' lifted a hand. 

“ Wait a minute, Kid ! " he ordered. “ I told you 
this was my play. I ain’t through with him yet.” 

„ “ Aw, the damned old-" sneered Curly Curtis. 

Let s throw him over! I didn’t know I was workin’ 
for a man like him. I thought he was just a common 
cattle thief, that's all." 


He s nof*a man,” Garrett corrected. “ I wouldn’ 
disgrace a brute though, by calling him a brute.” 

McGraw began to speak again while his sardonic 
reckless eyes watch' d Dundon. 

“ Kid, he ain’t Mary’s father. You ’didn’t think hi 
was, did you ? ” 

” I didn't see how he could be,” Garrett muttered anc 

a ray of hope began to pierce the hate and determinatior 
ill Ills brail), ‘ but-” 

I " arc y° u that girl’s father ? ” McGraw 

snapped. ^‘‘Are you ? ” 

‘‘ I ain’t,” Dundon mumbled. " No, I ain’t! " 

- IcGraw laughed, and the sound turned Garrett anc 

the other hard men cold. 

“ Ivid, do yen think an ornery, cowardly old yellow_ 

"W 1 fin ^ Mar y ? ” he demanded 

T’ve kn ’u i n They d0 ? * make em an y finer’n she is, 
• ve knowed her since she was born. Give her a square 
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deal Kid, and tell her I just about loved her.” HcGraw 
paused for a moment, seemed to swallow something 

his throat. 


" n°rive her a square deal, Red,” Garrett promised, 

and wished he could shake the outlaw s hand. . . 

_ - i •_ i- ~ lr Knt Mr( xrn\V ^ 


iH wished he could snaKe me uuua™ * — 

Dundon was trying to speak, but McGraw snarled . 

“ Shut up Tom ! There ain’t nothin you can say that 

"«■ w w 

«„d, and lo. the mo».»t h. ™ the on. 

ss‘s 

■» jbriif'K Sr S 

—* .'ir« «■ ***** * 

'■ga&stb. «*- »!<■«-». - “ * 

wouldn't have made and the laugh he 

“ Sure it wouldn t Me all rig ht, and so 

tk"cKIM to see that both of you got 

what was cornin' t0 y° u /™™ 0 ^" er words 0 f thanks, he 
' While Bob GaI 7 e j‘^ e e n 0 e ° d McGraw was looking at 
Zt! h Ss b »a°nd there seemed to be a lit* 

humour in his blue eyes., , j t > your turn now.” . 

too. Cioss only I 

”"”’’“d”o a t Sy i"v»” ’ s 3 to pt wh.r. 00—' 

r - ». -> »» v ' i ~* °> 0,1 
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cringing man, then flipped his smoking six-shooters into 
their cut-down holsters. 

Before a man could gasp out his amazement McGraw 
had stooped and grasped the dead man by the boots. 
He twisted, heaved, sent Dundon hurtling over the 
precipice. 

“ That’s the end of him, Kid. But it won't be hell 
enough for him.” Then the cold mirth fled from the tall 
outlaw’s face, a face on which were many wrinkles from 
many years in sun and weather. 

“ Step up, Haines ! " he ordered. “ It’s your turn 
next! ” 


” It’s my turn next, eh ? ” Haines sneered, and grabbed 
for his pistol. 

Two slugs from McGraw’s six-shooter crashed through 
the chest of the tall young desperado before he could 
drag the gun from its leather. McGraw flipped his 
smoking weapon back to its place. He bent, grabbed, 
twisted, heaved, sent another man over the precipice. 

“ That'll do him,” he drawled as he straightened and 

rested his hands on his hips as if to challenge the other 
three desperadoes. 

“ But Red ! " Garrett cried out. “ What did vou do 
that for ? ” 


•4 f ? r Rod M cGraw was as calm as death 

itselt. I did it because lie’s the hombre that robbed 
the bank and killed old Hemmingway because Dundon 
told him to do it. Dundon planned to pin the job on you 
and have you run out of the country or hung, Kid.” 

I see, Garrett said, and lie did see a great deal. 

One thing he saw was that McGraw was moving back¬ 
ward steadily. There was a smile on his face now. He 
d!d not stop until he was at the very edge of the chasm. 

ba >*{ lu d ! Curly Curtis screamed. “ Watch out 
or you 11 go over too ! ” 

W < J, who cares ? ” McGraw demanded, and the smile 
did not leave his face. “ Boys, I've gone through a 
bundled hells since the day I helped to swear the Kid’s 
latner to prison for a murder he never done. Johnson 
us paul now I’m goin’ to pay. Adios. And Kid, you 
see you take care of Mary ! ” y 
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Red MeGraw sprang as he turned, and began to drop. 
It was as if even now when he was to die he had to look 

^Garrett^ran C to the rim, peered down. Curtis and 
Vargos and Jackson did not run Ihey dropped to 
hands and knees and crawled, and as they neared the 

rim they flattened and peered over. 

“ Say I didn’t see him hit ! ” Curtis croaked hoarselj. 

Fo- minutes, unmindful of the danger, Bob Garrett 
balanced on the rim and stared down Below him was 
the river muddily sullen, and grim and indomitable and 
never to be beaten in the end. It never gave up its dead 
Its silt got into their clothes, into their lungs, into the 
very poresof their bodies and it held them down. Maybe 

11 FinaUv' Garrett 1 backed slowly away from the rim. 
When he was ten feet from it he stopped and stood with 
head bowed and tears in his eyes while he murmured 

silent prayer for Red MeGraw. . 

“ FU ride Red's horse,” he said presently to the still 

shaking desperadoes. "I'd like to ride back to Magdalena 
on a horse a man rode. 



♦ ♦ ♦ • ♦ 




CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 




The horses had had no grass for three days, and when f 
they came to it they strained down their heads and 
cropped it frenziedly. 

“ I reckon we’ll be leavin’ you here, Mr. Garrett,” 
Curly Curtis said. 

Garrett asked the three men where they were going. 
They replied that they were headed for the Double 
Arrow Cross ranch to get their belongings. 

“ Yes, you’d better get them and keep going,” Garrett 
advised. “ There won’t be any more work for you there.” 

They were dispirited and not as hard-bitten as they had 
been a week before. They turned eastward and Garrett 
continued through the sparse timber until he could see 
Ills own ranch buildings two miles away. 

He forced the gaunt horse on, telling it there would ' 
soon be plenty of feed. Garrett himself was almost as 
gaunt as the animal, and fully as hungry. 

He was unsaddling at the barn when he heard voices. ^ 
He looked toward the ranch-house, saw smoke drifting 
from the stovepipe. Somebody was here, likely Mary, 
and Clara with her. Garrett forgot his hunger, hurriedly 
forked some hay to the horse. 

A moment later he felt keen disappointment, for two 
voices came from the house but neither of them was 
Mary’s. He stopped where he could look through an 
open window. He saw a spotless room in the middle of 
winch loriillo and Clara stood. Thev were glaring at 
each other. * 

I tel! you I do ! lortillo shrilled. “ The boss of this 
house I am when eljcfe is not at home ! ” 

“ lhe bos s you are net! ” Clara denied. “ When we i 
kcpU-' Sterday ^ was bbe tbe P en wbere the pigs are 

V • ,V iat> Tortillo declared dramatically in Spanish, 
keeper l” 1Cat ^ ’ * am cb}an ■ ^ araa very clean house- 
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“ Hah ! Perhaps you are, Clara conceded, but this 

house was not clean when we came into it yesterday ! 

“ But I am a fine cook ! ” . - 

“ I am a finer cook ! ” •' . A « 

“ Still at it,” Garrett smiled as he stepped 10 the porch, 

“ on the path of true love.” .. , , 

When Tortillo and Clara saw him they were silent for 
a moment, but no longer. They talked both at the same 
time and fast. Where had he come from ? How had he 
„ 5 Hid he seen Mary } Had he noticed how pretty 
Twasf How many men had he killed ? Had he been 

m -loca l » Tortillo cried. " Of a certainty he has not 
been killed 1 Does he not stand there before us, and 

VC " h atfl knowl’am very much excite ! " Clara 

fa G^ettTld y them briefly what he had done and had 

t °‘' i Wi“e tl is'MaTyM^she^eli ? ” he demanded. 

A^ain they talked together, their words coming like 

" That's what 

life «■«.• - 

"^Hah! Hhve you forgotten that a man I am ? Such 

me c n iar S a I pmsedh C e 0 r°hps’and looked at him withering^ 

“ And how about this, little one ? she demanded 

« No^so long ago, mthis room, you were telhng me what 

a fine cook you are ! 

here, your face I would 

Sld ^My face you would not slap ! Your face-— „ 

“ I don’t care whose face gets slapped after I leave, 
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Garrett told them impatiently. “ What I want now is 
grub and plenty of it. Clara, you rustle it while Tortillo 
runs me in a fresh horse.” Tortillo extended to his full 
height and looked up at her. 

“ Do you see that, woman ? Running in a horse is man’s 
work, no ? ” • 

“ Pouf! ” Clara retorted. “A man you call yourself 
when you arc no bigger than a nino” 

When she had gone Tortillo shrugged eloquently and 
looked at the dirty and beard-stubbled Garrett. 

I should treat her the rough, no ? ” he said, puffing out 
his slatty chest. 

“ Treat her the way you like after I’m gone,” Garrett 
ordered, " but now get me a horse.” 


Magdalena was dark when Garrett rode into the livery 
stable. Link Hall, appearing from the storeroom where 
llinck had Iain dead and bloody, dropped the sack of 
grain he was carrying, and stared as if he were seeing a 
dead man come back to life. 

“In thc name of Mexico!” he croaked. " Where'd 

you come from, Mr. Garrett ? Most everybodv round 

neie figuied you d either been killed or had vamosed the 

country. Say did 3-011 rob that there bank and kill 
llcmmin way ? 

“I did not!’’ Garrett declared after he had dis¬ 
mounted. 


llall continued to stare. He shook his head. 

Say. except for a little dust, you look to me like 
>oii(l just come from thc barber shop. Is that there a 

new suit of clothes?” e 

“ Is Shorty Gillis here ? ” Garrett demanded. 

a . bmi '; •\ , L rc > ! ” Hall stammered. “ Shorty’s here, 

and saj . He s been claimin’ all the time you'd be back, 
Mi. Gnirett And the tunny thing about it is he’ll bet 
un\ bod\ as 11 take lus bet, but lie won’t bet anything but 
shuts, mmuy red shirts. You figure lie’s loco ? ” 

' Gairct! headed lor ihe broad doorway. He did not 

did’ -an, r k U1 faCt thcie one person he 

^ 10 to just now. 

Sa>, ]\Ir. Garrett ! ” Hall called. 


” Mary Dundon, 
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.he’s here in town ! Say, that’s funny, ain’t it ? She said 
she wouldn’t go back to the Double Arrer Cross.” 

The few men who saw Garrett hurry up the dark street 
tared and shock their heads. He turned into the hotel 
and was disappointed when he failed to see Mary. 

“ Why—hello ! ” Lem Smith yipped. “ Burned glad 
to see you back, Mr. Garrett.! Say, Shorty Gillis wins! 
He’ll have about twenty-five red shirts ! ” 

“ Where’s Mary ? ” Bob Garrett demanded. 

“ Mary oh yeah, Mary,” Smith stammered. " She 
was here 'just a while ago, Mr. Garrett. But you won’t 

^Garrett took the first six steps at one stride, then slowed. 
He had waited days. Now he could go slowly, perhaps 

S °Opening the door, he saw Mary before the crocked 
mirror She had two lamps in the room, one on the 

bureau, the other on the table. . . . _ 

He stopped in the doorway to stare in wonder and 
admiration. She wore white, dress, stockings, pumps. 
She was fixing her dark hair and pressed a hairpin be- 

* "" Where the devil did she get all that silk ? ” Garrett 
asked himself. ” And who made that dress ? 

Mary's sudden gasp caused the hairpin to drop. There, 
near her own image in the cheap mirror, had appeared 
another reflection. She turned and her brown eyes were 
wide and luminous. 

Bob Garrett closed the door^ and looked at her. 

“ Mary, you are beautiful! ” 

“ I know,” she returned simply. I had just made up 
my mind about it.” 

She came toward him, stopped. , 

M I knew you would be back, she said. The God 01 

quare-Shooting told me you would. Bob, I’ve been 
ettinc pretty well acquainted with God while you were 
one. He’s not hard to find, either. All you have to do 
s reach out, and there He is. He s just as plain as you 

and I are.” , , , , , , 

When he could only look and look at her, she tossed 

her dark head and laughed. 
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“ Why are you so bashful, Mr. Garrett ? You’r-^ 
married, aren't you ? You might kiss your wife an j 
hold her on your lap and tell her where you have been. j 
“ Yes,” he said soberly, "I am married. I mame J 

Mary Haslett.” . ■ 

The radiance ebbed from her face. 

“ You—married—Mary Haslett ? 

She did not notice his suppressed smile as he repeated 
what he had said. Her lips began to quiver. 

“ I thought you married me, Bob.” 

When he caught her in his arms and attempted to^kiss 
her she strained back with all her supple strength. ’Her 
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eyes smouldered. 

“ Who’s Mary Haslett ? I don’t like her ! ” 

“ You are, honey,” Bob said gently. “ Let’s sit down 
and I’ll tell you about it. It’s quite a story.” 

When he had told her she looked into his eyes and said : 

“ This makes me very happy, Bob. If it had been the 
other way I would have always been just a little bit 
afraid, down deep inside me, that I might turn out to 
be like Tom Dundon, or that—that our children might, ? 
Bob. Now I am not afraid.” • y‘ 

As he held her she thought of her past life, thought of 
the life that lay before her, her and this man. The life 
and the love. It was a good love. 

“ I am happy,” she sighed, “completely happy. I never 
dreamed that I, Mary Dundon—no, not Dundon ! Mary 
Haslett—I never dreamed that I would ever be as happy 


as I am at this moment ! ” 

Suddenly she tensed in his arms. 

“ Oh, Bob ! ” she wailed. “ And now somebody’s 
coming ! ” 

A rap sounded on the door. 

; “ Hey, boss, are you in there ? Heard you were back.” 

F “ It’s Shorty, Bob ! " she cried. 

J “ Come on in,” Bob invited. “ Come in and let’s say 
£ howdy.” 

Shorty Gillis burst in, his broad face beaming because 
v his boss was alive, and back. Then his jaw dropped and 
d his eyes opened wide. He rolled the big wrinkles up and 
down his forehead and raised the blond hair on his head 
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the bristles of a brush. He fumbled for the door-knob. 
Say, this here ain’t no place for me a-tall,” he 
tered. “ 'Scuse me all to blazes, folks ! ” 

But wait, Shorty,” Garrett laughed. “ It’s all right ” 
But you're holdin’ her, boss,” Shorty stammered, 
“u’re holdin’ her hke you was married to her and— 
she liked it.” 

•We are married, Shorty,” said Bob. 

Aw, I knowed that, boss,” the cowboy grinned. " She 
tola me.” 

Oh, Shorty ! ” cried the girl. “ It’s going to be nice 
to he married 

^hortjr'soon remembered the bundle he had brought, 
iHe hopped to his feet and began to unroll the paper, 
r * I fetched 'em, boss,” he said, as if he always kept his 
Word, as indeed he did. He held up two shirts of soft 
^velveteen. So gay were they that desire for either of 
' * m would have caused an Indian to commit murder, 
his here green one’s for you, boss. And the red one's 
r or her—for your wife, I mean. She done bet me you 
wouldn't be back till to-morrow.” 

" Yes, I did,” Mary laughed. “ Shorty, do I have to 
,vear that thing for a week ? ” 

You sure do ! ” Shorty grinned. " And the boss has 
; to wear the other one. He bet me Big Johnson wouldn’t 
show up at Dollar Creek that night.” 

! “ All right,” Mary agreed. 

* “ I’ 11 wear the green one,” said Bob. " A bet's a bet.” 

Shorty looked at the lurid shirts, then at the couple in 
the old armchair. He spread that paper on the bed and 
laid the shirts on it. 

“ What are you doing ? " Mary demanded. " We’ll 
wear them—if we have to.” 

^ “ Changed my mind,” Shorty explained, and wrapped 
ithc shirts. “I just recollected where there’s a .Navajo 
'buck that’ll trade me two big rugs and a saddle-blanket 
for these here shirts. Need a new saddle-blanket anyway. 

-. And I’m goin’ to give you two the rugs for a weddin’ 
ggfesent.” 

He gripped the door-knob, grinned. ‘ 

Say, folks, by to-morrow half the men in this here' 
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town will be wearin’ red shirts. I’m goin' out now 

collect my bets.” 

” There’s one bet you could win on if you made i 
Bob said happily. “ If you bet somebody that I hav 
very charming and lovely wife you couldn’t lose, Shor^ 
“ I sure couldn’t, boss,” answered Shorty, “ but' 
trouble is I couldn’t get anybody to take the other 
of that bet.’ Everybody knows she’s charmin’ and kn 
and you’re sur$ one lucky hombre 1 ” 


♦ 


THE END 













